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VEPvSES  TO  THE   AUTHOR. 

XT  O  W  let  the  Atheifl:  tremble  ;  Thou  alone 

Can  bid  his  confcious  heart  the  Godhead  own. 
Whom  (halt  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  haft  feen. 
How  God  defcends  to  judge  the  fouls  of  men. 
Thou  heard'ft  the  fentence  how  the  guilty  mourn. 
Driven  out  from  God,  and  never  muft  return. 

Yet  more,  behold  ten  thoufand  thunders  fall. 
And  fudden  vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  ball : 
When  natui^  funk,  when  every  bolt  was  hurl'd. 
Thou  favv'il  the  boundlefs  ruins  of  the  v/orld. 

When  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  rain. 
And  fulphur  fell  on  the  devoted  plain; 
The  patriarch  thus,  the  fiery  tempeft  pail. 
With  pious  horror  view'd  the  defart  wafte  ; 
The  relllefs  fmoke  ftill  wav'd  its  curls  around, 
Por  ever  rifmg  from  the  glowing  ground. 

But  tell  me,  oh  !  what  heavenly  pleafure  tell. 
To  think  fo  greatly,  and  defcribe  fo  well  ! 
How  waft  thou  pleas'd  the  wondrous  theme  to  try. 
And  find  the  thought  of  man  could  rife  fo  high  ? 
Beyond  this  world  the  labour  to  purfue. 
And  open  all  eternity  to  view  ? 

But  thou  art  baft  delighted  to  rehearfe 
Heaven's  holy  didates  in  exalted  verfe  : 
O  thou  haft  power  the  harden'd  heart  to  warm. 
To  grieve,  to  raife,  to  terrify,  to  charm ; 
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To  fix  the  foul  on  God  ;  to  teach  the  mind 
To  know  the  dignity  of  human-kind  ; 
By  rtriCtcr  rules  wcll-govern'd  life  to  fcan. 
And  pradlifo  o'er  ihc  angel  in  the  man. 

Made.  Coll.  T.  War  TON.. 

0\on. 


TO  A  LADY,  Wnil  THE  LAST  DAY, 

Madam, 

T  1  ERE,  facred  truths,  in  lofty  numbers  told, 

'*-  -^    The  profpcd  of  a  future  ftate  unfold : 

The  realms  of  night  to  mortal  view  difplay. 

And  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  day. 

This  daring  author  fcorns,  by  vulgar  ways 

Of  guilty  wit,  to  merit  woithlefs  praife. 

Full  of  her  glorious  theme,  his  towering  Mufc, 

With  gen'rous  zeal,  a  nobler  fame  purfues  : 

Religion's  caufe  her  ravilh'd  heart  infpires. 

And  with  a  thoufand  bright  ideas  fires  ; 

Tranfports  her  quick,  impatient,  piercing  eye. 

O'er  the  llrait  limits  of  mortality. 

To  boundlcfs  orbj,  and  bids  her  fearlefs  foar. 

Where  only  Milton  gain'd  renown  before; 

Where  various  fcenes  alternately  excite 

Amazement,  pity,  terror,  and  delight. 

Thus  did  the  Mufes  fing  in  early  times. 

Ere  Ikill'd  to  flatter  vice  and  varnifh  crimes : 

Their  lyres  were  tun'd  to  virtuous  fongs  alone, 

And  the  chafte  poet,  and  the  prieft,  were  one. 

But 
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BTut  now,  forgetful  of  their  infant  (late,. 

They  footh  the  wanton  plealures  of  the  great : 

And  from  the  prefs,  and  the  licentious  ftage. 

With  lufcious  poifon  taint  the  thoughtlcfs  age;. 

Deceitful  charms  attradl  our  wondering  eyes 

And  fpecious  ruin  unfufpedled  lies. 

So  the  rich  foil  of"  India's  blooming  fliores^ 

Adorn'd  with  lavilh  nature's  choiceil  llores. 

Where  ferpents  lurk,  by  flowers  conceal'd  from  iight;,- 

Hides  fatal  danger  under  gay  delight. 

Thele  purer  thoughts  from  grofs  alloys  refin'd. 
With  heavenly  raptures  elevate  the  mind : 
Not  fram'd  to  rails  a  giddy  ihort-liv'd  joy, 
Whofe  falfe  allurements,  while  they  pleai'e,  deflroy; 
But  blifs  rcfembliag  that  of  Saints  above. 
Sprung  from  the  vifion  of  th'  Almighty  Love : 
Firm,  folid  blifs,  for  ever  great  and  new. 
The  more  'tis  known,  the  more  admir'd,  like  you; 
Like  you,  fair  nymph,  in  whom  united  meet 
Endearing  fweetiiefs,  unaffected  wit,  ' 

And  all  the  glories  of  your  fparkling  race^. 
While  inward  virtues  heighten  every  grace. 
By  thefe  fecur'd,  you  will  with  pleafure  read 

Of  future  judgment,  and  the  rinng  dead  ; 

Of  time't)  grand  period,  heaven  and  earth  o'erthrown; 

And  gafping  nature's  la(t  tremendous  groan." 
Thefe,  when  the  liars  and  fun  fliall  be  no  more. 
Shall  beauty  to  your  ravag'd  form  reftore  : 
Then  Ihall  you  Ihine  with  an  immortal  ray, 
Lnprov'd  by  death,  and  brighten'd  by  decay. 

B  3  T.  Tri5tam. 
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TO    THE    AUTHOR, 
ON  MIS  LAST  DAY  AND  UNIVERSAL  PASSION". 

A   N  D  muft  it  be  as  thou  hall  fung, 
'^    Celeftial  bard,  feraphic  Young? 
Will  there  no  trace,  no  point  be  found 
Of  all  this  fpacious  glorious  round  ? 
Yon  lamps  of  light,  muft  they  decay  ? 
On  nature's  felf,  deflrudion  prey  ? 
Then  fame,  the  moil  immortal  thing 
Ev'n  thou  canft  hope,  is  on  the  wing. 
Shall  Newton's  Syftem  be  admir'd. 
When  time  and  motion  are  expir'd  ? 
Sliall  fouls  be  curious  to  explore    . 
Who  rul'd  an  orb  that  is  no  more  ? 
Or  fnall  they  quote  the  pidur'd  age. 
From  Pope's  and  Thy  correftivc  page. 
When  vice  and  virtue  lofc  their  name 
In  deathlefs  joy,  or  endiefs  fhame  ? 
While  wears  away  the  grand  machine. 
The  works  of  genius  fnall  be  feen : 
Beyond,  what  laurek  can  there  be. 
For  Homer,  Horace,  Pope,  or  Thee  ? 
Through  life  we  chafe,  with  fond  purfuit. 
What  mocks  our  hope,  like  Sodom's  fruit : 
And  fure,  thy  plan  was  well  defign'd. 
To  cure  this  madnefs  of  the  mind  ; 
Firft,  beyond  time  our  thoughts  to  raife  -, 
Then  lafh  our  love  of  tranficnt  praife. 
In  both,  we  own  thy  dodrine  juft  ; 
And  fame's  a  breath,  and  men  are  duft. 

1736.  J-  Banck3. 
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THE     LAST     DAY. 


BOOK       L 

•*  Ipfe  pater,  media  nimborum  in  nodle,  corufca 
•*  Fulmina  molitur  dextra.    Quo  maxima  motu 
**  Terra  tremit :  fugere  ferai  !  et  mortalia  corda 
«*  Per  genres  humilis  llravit  pavor»'*  Vi  rg» 

"TTTHILE  others  fmg  the  fortune  of  the  Great; 

Empire  and  Arms,  and  all  the  pomp  of  State  j 
With  Britain's  Hero  *  fet  their  fouls  on  fire. 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  deeds  infpire  ; 
I  draw  a  deeper  fcene :  a  fcene  that  yields  e 

A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  fields  j 
The  world  alarm 'd,  both  earth  and  heaven  o'er  thrown^ 
And  gafping  nature's  lalt  tremendous  groan  ; 
Death's  ancient  fceptre  broke,  the  teeming  tomb, 
Thje  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom^         lo 

'Twixt  joy  and  pain  I  view  the  bold  defign. 
And  afk  my  anxious  heart,  if  it  be  mine. 
Whatever  great  or  dreadful  has  been  done 
Within  the  fight  of  confcious  ftars  or  fun. 
Is  far  beneath  my  daring  :  I  look  down  i^ 

On  all  the  fplendors  of  the  Britifh  crown» 

*  The  Duke  of  Marlborough* 
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This  globe  is  for  my  verfe  a  narrow  bound  ; 

Attend  mc,  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around  ! 

O  !   all  ye  angels,  howfoe'cr  disjcin'd. 

Of  every  various  order,  place,  and  kind,  20 

Hear,  and  afTilt,  a  feeble  mortal's  lays  ; 

*ris  our  Eternal  King  1  drive  to  praife. 

But  chiefly  Thou,  great  Ruler  !   Lord  of  all! 

Before  whofe  throne  Arch-angels  prollrate  fall ; 

If  at  thy  nod,  from  difcord,  and  from  night,  25 

Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  fparkling  worlds  of  light. 

Exalt  e'en  me  ;  all  inward  tumults  quell ; 

The  clouds  and  darknefs  of  my  mind  difpel ; 

To  my  great  fubjed  Thou  my  breaft  infpire. 

And  raife  my  labouring  foul  with  equal  fire.  30 

Man,  bear  thy  brow  aloft,  view  every  grace 

In  God's  great  offspring,  beauteous  nature's  face: 

See  fpring's  gay  bloom;  fee  golden  autumn's  flore ; 

See  hov/  earth  fmiles,  and  hear  old  ocean  roar. 

Leviathan?  but  heave  their  cumbcrous  mail,  35 

It  makes  a  tide,  and  wind-bound  navies  faiJ. 

Here,  forefts  rife,  the  mountain's  awful  pride ; 

Here,  rivers  mcafure  climes,  and  worlds  divide  ; 

There,  vallies  fraught  with  gold's  rcfplendent  feeds. 

Hold  kings,  and  kingdoms  fortunes,  in  their  beds  :  40 

There,  to  the  Ikic?,  afpiring  hills  afcend. 

And  into  dil^ant  lands  their  ihades  extend. 

View  cities,  armies,  fleets ;  of  fleets  the  pride. 

Sec  Europe's  law,  in  Albion's  channel  ride. 

View  the  whole  earth's  vaft  landfidp  unconfin'd,       45 

Or  view  in  Britain  all  her  glories  join'd. 

Then 
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Then  let  the  firmament  thy  wonder  raife; 
'Twill  raife  thy  wonder,  but  tranfcend  thy  praife. 
How  far  from  eafl  to  well  ?  The  labouring  eye 
Can  fcarce  the  diftant  azure  bounds  defcry :  ^O 

Wide  theatre  !   where  tempcfts  play  at  large. 
And  God's  right-hand  can  all  its  wrath  difcharge. 
Mark  how  thofe  radiant  lamps  inhams  the  pole. 
Call  forth  the  feafons,  and  the  year  controul: 
They  ihine  through  time,  with  an  unalter'd  ray:       ^5 
See  This  grand  period  rile,  and  That  decay : 
So  'vafi,  this  world's  a  grain  ;  yet  myriads  grace. 
With  golden  pomp,  the  throng'd  ethereal  fpace  ; 
So  bright.,,  with  fuch  a  wealth  of  glory  Itor'd, 
'Twere  fia  in  heathens  not  to  have  ador'd.  60 

How  great,  how  firm,  how  facred  all  appears ! 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years ! 
Yet  all  mull  drop,  as  autumn's  iicklieii  grain. 
And  earth  and  firmament  be  fought  in  vain : 
The  traf^  forgot  v/here  conllellations  fhone,  65 

Or  where  th>i  Stuarts  fill'd  an  awful  throne: 
Time  (hall  be  llain,  all  Nature  be  dedroy'd. 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void. 

Sooner,  or  later,  in  fome  future  date, 
(A  dreadful  fecret  in  the  book  of  fate  ! )  70 

This  hour,  for  aught  all  human  wifdom  knows. 
Or  when  ten  tlioufand  harveils  more  have  rofe ; 
When  fcenes  are  chang'd  on  this  revolving  earth. 
Old  empires  fall,  and  give  new  empires  birth; 
While  other  Bourbons  rule  in  other  lands,  75 

And  (if  man's  fm  forbids  net)  other  Annes ; 

While 
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While  the  iUll  bufy  world  is  treading  o'er 

The  paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  years  before, 

Thoughtlefs  as  thofe  who  noxv  life's  mazes  run. 

Of  earth  JifTolvM,  or  an  extinguilh'd  fun;  8o 

(Ye  fublunary  worlds,  awake,  awake  ! 

Ye  rulers  of  the  nation,  hear,  and  (hake  ) 

Thick  clouds  of  darkncfs  fhall  arife  on  day ; 

In  fuddcn  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay; 

Impetuous  winds  the  fcatter'd  forefts  rend ;  85 

Eternal  mountains,  like  their  cedars,  bend ; 

The  valleys  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar. 

And  break  the  bondage  of  his  wonted  (hore; 

A  fanguinc  (lain  the  filver  moon  o'erfpread; 

Darknefs  the  circle  of  the  fun  invade ;  90 

From  inmoft  heaven  inccfTant  thunders  roll. 

And  the  ftrong  echo  bound  from  pole  to  pole. 

When,  lo,  a  mighty  trump,  one  half  conceal'd 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  reveal'd. 
Shall  pour  a  dreadful  note  ;  the  piercing  call  95 

Shall  rattle  in  the  centre  of  the  ball ; 
Th*  extended  circuit  of  creation  fhakc. 
The  living  die  with  fear,  the  dead  awake. 

Oh  powerful  blaft !  to  which  no  equal  found 
Did  e*er  the  frighted  ear  of  nature  wound,  ico 

Though  rival  clarions  have  been  ftrain*d  on  high. 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  fky. 
Though  God's  whole  enginery  difcharg'd,  and  all 
The  rebel  angels  bellow'd  in  their  fall. 

Have  angels  finn'd?  and  fliall  not  man  beware  ?   I05 

How  (hall  2  fon  of  earth  decline  the  fnare  ^ 

Not 
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Not  folded  arms,  and  flacknefs  of  the  mind. 

Can  promife  for  the  fafety  of  mankind : 

None  are  fupinely  good:  through  care  and  pain. 

And  various  arts,  the  fteep  afcent  we  gain..  na 

This  is  the  fcene  of  combat,  not  of  reft, 

Man's  is  laborious  happinefs  at  beft; 

On  this  fide  death  his  dangers  never  ceafe^ 

His  joys  are  joys  of  conqueft,  not  of  peace. 

If  then,  obfequious  to  the  will  of  fate,  1 1^. 

And  bending  to  the  terms  of  human  Hate, 
When  guilty  joys  invite  us  to  their  arms. 
When  beauty  fmiles,  or  grandeur  fpreads  her  charms,. 
The  confcious  foul  would  this  great  fcene  difplay. 
Call  down  th*"  immortal  hofts  in  dread  array,  i2Q 

The  trumpet  found,  the  Chrillian  banner  fpread. 
And  raife  from  lilent  graves  the  trembling  dead ; 
Such  deep  impreirion  would  the  pifture  make. 
No  power  on  earth  her  firm  refolve  could  fha^e  ; 
Engag'd  with  angels  (he  would  greatly  ftand,  125; 

And  look  regardlefs  down  on  fea  and  land ; 
Not  profFer'd  worlds  her  ardour  could  reilrain. 
And  death  might  fhake  his  threatening  lance  in  vain  t 
Her  certain  conqueft  would  endear  the  light. 
And  danger  ferve  but  to  exalt  delight.  lyy 

Inftruded  thus  to  (hun  the  fatal  fpring. 
Whence  flows  the  terrors  of  that  day  I  fnig ; 
More  boldly  we  our  labours  may  purfue. 
And  all  the  dreadful  image  fet  to  view. 

The  fparkling  eye,  the  fleek  and  painted  breaft,  135 
The  burnifli'd  fcale,  curled  train,  and  hiing  crell. 

All 
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All  that  is  lovely  in  the  noxious  fnake, 
Provokes  our  fear,  and  bids  us  flee  the  brake: 
The  fting  once  drawn,  his  guiltlcfs  beauties  rife 
In  pleafing  lultre,  and  detain  our  eyes;  I40 

Wc  view  with  joy,  what  once  did  horror  move. 
And  ftrong  averfion  foftens  into  love. 

Say  then,  my  Mufe,  whom  difmal  fcenes  delight,. 
Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night; 
Say,  melancholy  maid,  if  bold  to  dare  145 

The  laft  extrcm.es  of  terror  and  defpair  > 
Oh  fay,  what  change  on  earth,  what  heart  in  man. 
This  blackeft  moment  fmce  the  world  began. 

Ah  mournful  turn  !  the  blifsful  earth,  who  late 
At  leifure  on  her  axle  roU'd  in  Itate  ;  150 

A^'hile  thoufand  golden  planets  knew  no  reft,. 
Still  onward  in  tlieir  circling  journey  preft; 
A  grateful  change  of  feafons  fome  to  bring,. 
And  fweet  vicilfitude  of  fall  and  fpring  : 
Some  through  vail  oceans  to  condudl  the  keel,,        155 
And  fome  thofc  watery  worlds  to  fmk,  or  fwell : 
Around  her  fome  their  fplendors  to  difplay,. 
And  gild  her  globe  with  tributary  day : 
This  world  fo  great,,  of  joy  the  bright  abode, 
Heaven'i  darling  child,  and  favourite  of  her  God,    i6p 
Now  looks  an  exile  from  her  Father's  care,- 
Deliver'd  o*er  to  darkncfs  and  defpair. 
No  fun  in  radiant  glory  (hints  on  high; 
No  light,  but  from  it\2  terrors  of  the  iky  : 
Fall'.)  are  her  m  •  mtains  her  fam'd  rivers  loil,       165 
And  all  iniQ  a  fccood  chaos  toil ; 

One 
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One  univerfdl  ruin  fpreads  abroad; 
Nothing  is  fafe  beneath  the  throne  of  God. 

Such,  earth,  thy  fate :  what  then  canft  thou  afford 
Tocomfort  and  fuppc-rt  thy  guilty  lord  ?  170 

Man,  haaghty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon. 
How  mull  he  bend  his  foul's  ambition  down  ? 
Proflrate,  the  reptile  own,  and  difavow 
His  boailed  ftature,   and  affuming  brow  ? 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curfe  his  form,   17- 
That  fpeaks  diianclion  from  his  filler  worm  ? 
What  dreadful  pangs  the  trembling  heart  invade  ! 
Lord,  why  dolt  thou  forfake  wiiom  thou  haft  made  ? 
Who  can  fuftain  thy  anger  r  Who  can  Hand 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  lifted  hand?  1 80 

It  flies  the  reach  of  thought ;  oh  fave  me,  Power 
Of  powers  lupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour  ! 
T/.-'ou  who  beneath  the  frown  of  fate  hafl  flood. 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  fweat  blood  ; 
^!^5v,  who  for  me,  through  every  throbbing  vein,   185 
Hall:  felt  the  keeneil  edge  of  mortal  pain  ; 
Whom  death  led  captive  through  the  realms  below. 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  myfleries  of  woe  ; 
Defend  me,  O  my  God  !   Oh  fave  me.  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour  !        loo 

From  eail  to  wefl  they  fly,  from  pole  to  line. 
Imploring  fhelter  from  the  wrath  divine  ; 
Beg  flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  feas  to  fweep. 
Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compaflionately  deep  : 
Seas  call  the  monller  forth  to  meet  his  doom,  lor 

And  rocks  but  prifon  up  for  wrath  to  come. 

So 
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So  fares  a  traitor  to  an  earthly  crown ; 
While  death  fits  threatening  in  his  princess  frown. 
His  heart's  difmay'd;  and  now  his  fears  command. 
To  change  his  native  for  a  diftant  land :  203 

Swift  orders  fly,  the  king's  fevere  decree 
Stands  in  the  channel,  and  locks  up  the  fea; 
The  port  he  fceks,  obedient  to  her  lord. 
Hurls  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  fword. 

But  why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  that  day  ?  205 

This  time  elaborately  throv\n  away  ? 
Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  diftrefs. 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  lefs ; 
Heavens  1  how  the  good  man  trembles ! — 

And  is  there  a  Laft  Day  ?  and  muft  there  come  210 
A  fure,  a  fix'd,  inexorable  doom  ? 
Ambition  fwell,  and,  thy  proud  fails  to  fhow. 
Take  all  the  winds  that  Vanity  can  blow; 
Wealth  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  Hand, 
And  reach  an  India  forth  in  either  hand ;  2  J  5 

Spread  all  thy  purple  clufters,  tempting  f-oine. 
And  thou,  more  dreaded  foe,  bright  beauty^  fhine  ; 
Shine  all ;  in  all  your  charms  together  rife ; 
That  all,  in  all  your  charms,  I  may  defpife. 
While  I  mount  upward  on  a  ftrong  deiire,  220 

Borne,  like  Elijah,  in  a  car  of  fire. 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involved  ! 
To  fmile  at  death  I  to  long  to  be  difTolv'd ! 
From  our  decays  a  pleafure  to  receive ! 
And  kindle  into  tranfport  at  a  grave  !  225 

What 
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What  equals  this  F  And  fhall  the  vi6lor  now 

Boaft  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  ? 

Religion  1   Oh  thou  cherub,  heavenly  bright ! 

Oh  joys  unmixM,  and  fathomlefs  delight ! 

Thou,  Thou  art  all;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole  230 

Creation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  foul. 

For  ever  then,  my  foul,  thy  God  adore. 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praife  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  condud  blame. 
And  fluihmyconfcious  cheek  with  fpreading  fhame  ?  235 
They  all  for  him  purfue,  or  quit,  their  end ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  pou'er  fufpend; 
In  folid  heaps  th'  unfrozen  billows  iland. 
To  reft  and  fiience  aw'd  by  his  command  : 
Nay,  the  dire  monilers  that  infeft  the  flood,  240 

By  nature  dreadful,  and  athirit  for  blood. 
His  will  can  calm,  their  favage  tempers  bind. 
And  turn  to  mild  protedlors  of  mankind. 
Did  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main  ;  245 

When  darknefs  round  him  all  her  horrors  fpread. 
And  the  loud  ocean  bellow'd  o'er  his  head? 

When  now  the  thunder  roars,  the  lightening  flies. 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife  ; 
When  now  the  foaming  furges,  toft  on  high,  250 

Difclofe  the  fands  beneath,  and  touch  the  fky ; 
When  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  aghaft 
Look  back  with  terror  on  their  adions  paft ; 
Their  courage  fickens  into  deep  diiinay. 
Their  hearts,  through  fear  and  anguiih,  melt  away  5255 

Nor 
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J^OT  tears,  nor  prayers,  the  tempeft  can  appeafe; 

Now  they  devote  their  treafure  to  the  feas; 

Unload  their  fhatter*d  barque,  though  richly  fraught. 

And  think  the  hopes  of  life  are  cheaply  bought 

With  gems  and  gold ;  but  oh,  the  ilorm  fo  high  !    260 

Nor  gems  nor  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  buy. 

The  trembling  prophet  then,  themfclves  to  fave. 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  wave  ; 
Down  he  defcends,  and,  booming  o'er  his  head,  • 

The  billows  clofe  ;  he's  number'd  with  the  dead.     265 
(Hear,  O  ye  juft  !   attend,  ye  virtuous  few! 
And  the  bright  paths  of  piety  purfue) 
Lo!  the  great  Ruler  of  the  world,  from  high. 
Looks  fmiling  douTi  with  a  propitious  eye. 
Covers  his  fervant  with  his  gracious  hand,  270 

And  bids  tempelluous  nature  filent  ftand; 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place. 
Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  foft  embrace  : 
He  bridles-in  the  monilcrs  of  the  deep : 
The  bridled  monfters  awful  diftance  keep:  275 

Forget  their  hunger,  while  they  view  their  prey; 
And  guiltlefs  gaze,  and  round  the  ftranger  play. 

But  ftUl  arife  new  v.onders ;  nature's  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  powerful  word. 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan  :  the  great  280 

Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  ftate; 
Exults  for  joy,  and,  with  a  mighty  bound. 
Makes  the  fea  fhake,  and  heav'n  and  earth  refound; 
Blackens  the  waters  with  the  rifmg  fand. 
And  drives  vail  billows  to  the  diHant  land.  285 

Afi 
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As  yawns  an  earthquake,  when  imprifon'J  air 
Struggles  for  vent,  and  lays  the  centre  bare. 
The  whale  expands  his  jaws  enormous  fize  ; 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  furprize  ; 
Meafiires  his  monllrous  teeth,  afar  defcry'd,  290 

And  rolls  his  wondering  eyes  from  fide  to  lidc  : 
I'hen  takes  poffeffion  of  the  fpacious  feat. 
And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  retreat. 

Now  is  he  pleas'd  the  northern  blafl  to  hear. 
And  hangs  on  liquid  mountains,  void  of  fear;  zt^^ 

Or  falls  immers'd  into  the  depths  below; 
Where  the  dead  filent  waters  never  flow ; 
To  the  foundations  of  the  hills  convey 'd. 
Dwells  in  the  Ihelving  mountain's  dreadful  fl^iade: 
Where  plummet  never  reach'd,  he  draws  his  breath,  300 
And  glides  ferenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 

Two  wondrous  days  and  nights  through  coral  grove*. 
Through  labyrinths  of  rocks  and  fandi,  he  roves : 
When  the  third  morniiig  with  its  level  rays 
The  mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  billows  plays,       305 
It  fees  the  king  of  waters  rife,  and  pour 
His  iacred  guell  un -injur 'd  on  the  fncre  : 
A  type  of  that  great  blefhng,  which  the  iVIufe 
In  her  next  labour  ardentlv  purfues. 


Vol.  J.V  v,  rU¥. 
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BOOK        II. 


**  We  hope,  that  the  departed  will  rife  again 

"  from  the  dull:  after  which,  like  the  Gods, 
**  they  will  be  immortal.'* 


"V  "^  O  W  Man  awakes,  and  from  his  filent  bed, 

^        Where  he  has  flept  for  ages,  lifts  his  head ; 

Shakes  oft' the  iiumbcr  often  thoufand  years. 

And  on  the  borders  of  new  worlds  appears. 

Whate*er  the  bold,  the  rafh,  adventure  coft,  5 

In  wide  Eternity  I  dare  be  lolL 

The  Mufe  is  wont  in  narrow  bounds  to  fing. 

To  feach  the  jh':  at  fly  or  celebrate  the  king. 

I  grafp  the  whole,  no  more  to  parts  confin'd, 

I  lift  my  voice,  and  fing  to  human  kind  :  10 

I  fing  to  men  and  angels ;  angels  join. 

While  fuch  the  theme,  their  facrcd  fcngs  with  mine. 

Again  the  trumpet's  intermitted  found 
Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round. 
An  univerfal  concourfe  to  prepare  15 

Of  all  that  ever  breath'J  the  vital  air  : 
In  fome  wide  field,  which  aiflive  whirlwinds  fwcep. 
Drive  cities,  forcirs,  mountains,  to  the  deep. 

To 
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To  fniooth  and  lengthen  out  th'  unbounded  fpace. 
And  fpread  an  area  for  all  human  race.  20 

Now  monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  trufl. 
And  render  back  their  long-committed  dutl. 
Now  charnels  rattle ;  fcatter'd  limbs,  and  all 
The  various  bones,  obfequious  to  the  call, 
Self-mov'd,  advance  ;  the  neck  perhaps  to  meet      25 
The  diilant  head  ;  the  diitant  legs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  duf!-:/  iky 
Fragments  of  bodies  in  confufion  fly. 
To  diitant  regions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
Defcrted  members  and  complcat  the  frame.  30 

When  the  world  bow'd  to  Rome's  almighty  fword, 
PvOme  bow'd  to  Pompey,  and  confefs'd  her  lord. 
Yet  one  day  loll,  this  deity  below 
Became  the  fcorn  and  pity  of  his  foe. 
His  blood  a  traitor's  facrifice  was  made,  33 

And  fmok'd  indignant  on  a  ruffian's  blade. 
No  trumpet's  found,  no  gafping  army's  yel'. 
Bid,  with  due  horror,  his  great  foul  farewell. 
Obfcure  his  fall  !   all  weltering  in  his  gore, 
iiis  trunk  was  call  to  perilh  on  the  fhore  1  40 

While  Julius  frown'd  the  bloody  monfter  dead. 
Who  brought  the  world  in  his  great  rival's  head. 
This  fever'd  head  and  trunk  fhall  join  once  more. 
Though  realms  now  rife  between,  and  oceans  roar. 
The  trumpet's  found  each  fragrant  mote  Ihall  hear,  45 
Or  fix'd  in  earth,  or  if  atloat  in  air. 
Obey  the  fignal  wafted  in  the  wind. 
And  not  one  flecping  atom  lag  behind. 

C  2  S.3 


so  YOUNG'S     POEMS. 

So  fvvarming  bees,  that  on  a  fummer's  day 
in  airy  rings,  and  wild  meanders  play,  50 

Charm'd  with  the  brazen  found,  their  wanderings  end. 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  defcend. 

The  body  thus  rencw'd,  the  confcious  foul. 
Which  has  perhaps  been  duttcring  near  the  pole. 
Or  midll  the  burning  planets  wondering  ftray'd,       55 
Or  hover'd  o*er  where  her  pale  corpfc  was  laid: 
Or  rather  coailcd  on  her  final  (late. 
And  fear'd,  or  wiili'd  for,  her  appointed  fate; 
This  foul,  retur.iing  wiih  a  conllant  flame. 
Now  weds  for  ever  her  immortal  frame.  60 

Life,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound. 
The  fprings  maintain  an  everlafting  round. 

Thus  a  frail  model  of  the  work  dellgn'd 
Firft  takes  a  copy  of  the  builder's  mind. 
Before  the  flrudiure  Hrm  with  lailing  oak,  65 

And  marble  bowels  of  the  folid  rock. 
Turns  the  ib-ong  arch,  and  bids  the  columns  rife. 
And  bear  .the  lofty  palace  to  the  fkies ; 
The  wrongs  of  time  enabled  to  furpafs, 
"With  bars  of  adamant,  and  ribs  of  brafs.  70 

That  ancient,  facrcd,  and  illullrions  *  dome. 
Where  foon  or  Lite  fair  Albion's  heroes  come. 
From  camps,  ar.d  courts,  though  great,  or  wife,  or  jufl. 
To  feed  the  worm,  and  moulder  into  duft ; 
That  folemn  manfion  of  the  royal  dead,  75 

^^*here  pafling  Haves  o'er  fleeping  monarchs  tread, 

•  WsPtmlnftcr  Abbey, 

Now 
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Now  populous  o'erflows :  a  numerous  race 

Ofrifing  kings  fill  all  th'  extended  fpace  : 

A  life  well  fpent,  not  the  vidlorious  Avord, 

Awards  the  crown,  and  flilcs  the  greater  lord.  80 

Nor  monuments  alone,  anil  burial-earth. 
Labours  with  man  to  this  his  fecond  birth  ; 
But  where  gay  palaces  in  pomp  arife. 
And  gilded  theatres  invade  the  ikies. 
Nations  fliall  wake,  whofe  unrefpected  bonea  85 

Support  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  Tons. 
The  mort:  magnificent  and  coflly  dome 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb. 
No  fpot  on  earth,  but  has  fupply'd  a  grave^ 
And  human  ficulls  the  fpacious  ocean  pave.  90 

All's  full  of  man;  and  at  this  dreadful  turn. 
The  fwarm  iliall  ifTue,  and  the  hive  fnall  burn». 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  manner,  rife: 
Some  lift  with  pain  their  flow  unwilling  eyes: 
Shrink  backward  from  the  terror  of  the- light,  95 

And  blels  the  grave,  and  call  for  lafiing  night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  virtue  flood 
Fix'd  as  a  rock,   and  broke  the  ruftiing  flood, 
Whofe  firm  refoLve,  nor  beauty  could  melt  down. 
Nor  raging  tyrants  from  their  pofture  frown  ;         ico 
Such,  in  this  day  of  horrors,  fliall  be  feen 
To  face  the  thunders  with  a  god-like  mien  j 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fixt  above  ; 
The  centre  fliakcs,  their  hearts  difdain  to  move : 
An  earth  diffolviag,  and  a  heaven  thrown  wide,      105 
A  yawning  gulph,  and  fiends  on  every  fide, 

C  3  Serene 
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Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  blefs  the  dawn  of  everlafting  day. 

Here  greatncfs  proibate  falls;  l\izvt,  Jfrength  gives 
place ; 
Here,  lazars  fmile  ;  there,  beauty  hides  her  face,   i  lo 
Chriftians,  and  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  Ibnd, 
A  blended  throng,  one  undiftinguiOiM  band. 
Some  who,  perhaps,  by  mutual  wounds  expir'd. 
With  zeal  /or  thi-ir  diltindl  perfuafions  fir'd. 
In  mutual  friendfhip  their  long  (lumber  break,         1 15 
And  hand  in  hand  their  Saviour's  love  partake. 

But  none  are  fiufli'd  with  brighter  joy,  or,  warm 
With  juller  confidence,  enjoy  the  Itorm, 
Than  thofe,  whofe  pious  bounties,  unconfin'd. 
Have  made  them  public  fathers  of  mankind.  120 

In  that  illuftrious  rank,  what  (hining  light 
With  fuch  dirtinguiHi'd  glory  fills  my  fight  ? 
Bend  down,  my  grateful  Mufc,  that  homage  fhow. 
Which  to  fuch  worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 
Wickhajn!  Fox!  Chichley!  hailjillufirious* names,  125 
Who  to  far  diftant  times  difpcnfe  your  beams; 
Beneath  your  (hades,  and  near  your  cryflal  fprlngs, 
I  firft  prcfum'd  to  touch  the  trembling  ftrings. 
All  hail,  thrice  honour'd  !   'Twas  your  great  renown 
'Jo  blefs  a  people,  and  oblige  a  crown.  130 

And  now  you  rife,  eternally  to  ftiine,- 
Eternally  to  drink  the  rays  divine. 

•  Founders  of   New-Collegr,   Corpus  Chrifti,  and  All- 
SouU,  in  Oxford;  of  all  which  lie  author  was  a  Member. 

Indulgent 
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Indulgent  God  !   Oh  how  Ihall  mortal  raife 
His  foul  to  due  returns  of  grateful  praife. 
For  bounty  fo  profufc  to  human  kind,  135 

Thy  wondrous  gift  of  an  eternal  mind  ? 
Shall  I,  who,  fome  few  years  ago,  was  lefs 
Than  worm,  or  mite,  or  fliadow  can  exprefs. 
Was  Nothing;  Ihall  I  live,  when  every  fire 
And  every  ftar  fhall  languilh  and  expire  ?  140 

When  earth's  no  more,  fhall  I  furvive  above. 
And  through  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  I  Hand, 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  His  fpacious  hand. 
Where  our  adventures  fhall  perhaps  be  taught,        145 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought  j 
All  that  has  being  in  full  concert  join, 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  Love  divine  I 

But  oh  !   before  this  blifsful  ftate,  before 
Th'  afpiring  foul  this  wondrous  height  can  foar,     150 
The  Judge,  defccnding,   thunders  from  afar. 
And  all  mankind  is  fummon'd  to  the  Bar. 

This  mighty  fcenc  I  next  prefume  to  draw  : 
Attend,  great  Anna,  v/ith  religious  awe. 
Exped  not  here  the  known  fuccefsful  arts  155 

To  v/in  attention,  and  command  our  hearts : 
Fidicn,  be  far  away;  let  no  machine 
Defcending  here,  no  fabled  God,  be  feen ; 
Behold  the  God  of  Gods  indeed  defcend. 
And  worlds  unnum.ber'd  his  approach  attend  !  160 

Lo  !  the  wide  theatre,  vvhofe  ample  fpace 
Mull  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race, 

C4  At 
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At  hcaven's  all-powerful  edid  is  prepar'd. 

And  fenc'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 

Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,   o'erflow     165 

The  mighty  plain,  and  deluge  all  below  ; 

And  every  age,  and  nation,  pours  along  ; 

Nimrod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng : 

Adam  falutes  his  youngeil  Ton;  no  fign 

Of  all  thofe  ages,  which  their  births  disjoin.  170 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 

Bat  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart ! 

What  volumes  have  bcenfweli'd,  what  time  been  fpent. 

To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day,  or  dcfcent  ! 

\V"hat  joy  rauft  it  now  yield,  what  rapture  raife,      175 

To  fee  the  glorious  race  of  ancient  days ; 

To  greet  thofe  worthies,  who  perhaps  have  flood. 

Illuitrious  on  record  before  the  flood. ! 

Alas  !  a  nearer  care  your  foul  demands. 

Cifar  un-notcd  in  your  prcfence  (lands.  180 

How  vail  the  concourfe  !  not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refounding  fhore. 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  Ihady  grove. 
The  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  vaults  above  : 
Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command         185 
Said  to  one  empire.  Fall ;  another  Staiid : 
Whofe  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  breaking  dawn 
Rouz'd  the  broad  front,  and  call'd  the  battle  on: 
Great  Xerxes*  world  in  arras,  proud  Cannae's  field. 
Where  Carthage  taught  vidorious  Rome  to  yield,  150 
(Ar^thcr  blow  had  broke  the  Fate's  decree. 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  ilurth  monarchy) 

Immortal 
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Immortal  Blenheim,  fam'd  Ramillia's  hofl. 
They  All  are  here,  and  here  they  All  are  loft: 
Their  millions  I'well  to  be  difcera'd  in  vain,  lor 

Loft  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  main. 

I'his  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
**  For  judgment,  judgment.  Tons  of  men  prepare  1" 
Earth  fhakes  anew;  I  hear  her  groans  profound; 
And  hell  through  all  her  trembling  realms  refound.  200 

V/hoe'er  thou  art,  thou  greateft  power  of  earth, 
JBlcft  with  moft  equal  planets  at  thy  birth; 
Whofe  valour  drew  the  moft  fuccefsful  fvvord, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord ; 
Who,  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faidft.  Be  thine         205- 
The  ficies,  Jehovah,  all  this  world  is  mine: 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye — Alas !  my  Mufe, 
\  Fow  art  thou  loft  !  what  numbers  canft  thou  chufe  ? 
A  fr.dden  blulh  inflames  the  waving  fky, 
Arxd  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly  ;^  21a 

Lo  !   far  within,^  and  far  above  all  height. 
Where  heaven's  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  worlds  of  light. 
Whence  nature  He  informs,  and  with  one  ray 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  all  her  works  furvey, 
Creates,fupports, confounds  1  Where //V/if,and//^r^,  215 
^.lalteyy  Zindform,  2indL  fortune,  life,  and  grace^ 
Wait  humbly  at  the  foocftool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod; 
V»  hence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-fufpended  ball  220 

(Speck  of  creation) :  if  he  pour  one  breath. 
The  bubble  breaks,  and  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence 
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Thence  ifluing  I  behold  (but  mortal  fight 
Suftains  not  fuch  a  rufhing  fea  of  light) 
I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne  225 

Sublimely  rais'd,  Heaven's  everlafling  Son  ; 
Crown'd  with  that  majefty  which  form'd  the  world. 
And  the  grand  rebel  flaming  downward  hurl'd. 
FirtuCy  dcminiony  praifiy  omnipotence. 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  prince.  230 

A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright. 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 
Night  (hades  the  folemn  arches  of  his  brows. 
And  in  his  cheek  the  purple  morning  glows. 
Wh^re-e'er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  eyes,  335 

Or  we  expe<fl,  or  find,  a  paradifc : 
But  if  refentment  reddens  thsir  rr.ild  beams, 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  tne  world's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand,  Knowlege  Ihines  in  pureft  light; 
On  one,  ths  fword  of  Juilice,  fiercely  bright.  240 

Nciu  bend  the  knee  in  fport,  prefent  the  reed; 
New  tell  the  fcourg'd  Impollor  he  fliall  bleed ! 

Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  heaven,  the  fource 
Of  life  and  death  eternal  btnds  his  courfe; 
Loud  thunders  round  him  roll,  and  lightnings  play;  245 
Th'  angelic  hoft  is  rang'd  in  bright  array: 
Some  touch  the  firing,  fomc  ftrikc  the  founding  fhell. 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fwell; 
Voices  feraphic;  bleft  with  fuch  a  flrain. 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again.  250 

Triumphant  King  of  Glor  v  !   Soul  of  Blifb ! 
What  a  ftupendoub  turn  of  fate  is  this  ? 

O! 
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O !  whither  art  thou  rais'd  above  the  Tcorn 

And  indigence  o^ him  in  Betlilem  born; 

A  needlefs,  helplefs,  unaccounted,  gueft,  25  c 

And  but  a  fecond  to  the  fodder'd  bead  ? 

How  chang'd  from  himy  who  meelcly  prollrait  laid, 

Vouchfaf'd  to  walh  the  feet  himfelf  had  made  ? 

From  him  who  was  betrayed,  forfook,  deny'd. 

Wept,  langui(h*d,  pray'd,  bled,  thirfled,  groan'd,  and 

dy'd;  _  26a 

Hung  pierc'd  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  foe. 

All  heaven  in  tears  above,  earth  unconcern'd  below  ? 

And  was  't  enough  to  bid  the  Sun  retire  ? 
Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  groan  expire  ? 
1  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine;  265 

'J^he  world  is  vanifli'd — I  am  wholly  thine. 

Midaken  Caiaphas  !   Ahl   which  blafphem'd; 
Thou,,  or  thy  Prifoner  ?  which  fhall  be  condemn'd  ? 
Well  might'ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  exclaim ; 
Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame  !  27a 

But  God  is  good  !   'Tis  wondrous  all !   Ev'n  He 
Thou  gav'll:  to  death,  Ihame,  torture,  dy'd  for  Thee>, 

Now  the  dcfcending  triumph  flops  its  flight 
From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 
There  all  the  clouds  condens'd,  two  columns  raife  27^ 
Dillind  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze. 
One  fix'd  on  earth,  and  one  in  fea,  and  round 
Its  ample  foot  the  fwellir.g  billows  found. 
Thefe  an  immeafurablc  arch  fupport. 
The  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  court.  280 

Sheet* 
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Sheets  of  bright  a/urc,  from  the  piircit  fky, 
Stream  from  the  cryllal  arch,  and  round  the  columns  fly. 
De:ith,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  bafis  lies. 
And  on  the  point  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  highcnthron'J  th*  eternal  Judge  is  placM,  285 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  Godhead  grac'd; 
Stars  on  his  robcj  iii  beauteous  order  meet, 
Aiul  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  arch.iyigcl  eminently  bright, 
From  off  his  fUver  ihilf  of  wondrous  height,  290 

Unfurls  the  Chrillian  flag,  which  waving  flies. 
And  fhuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  {kies : 
The  Crofs  fo  ftrong  a  red,  it  (beds  a  ftain, 
Where-e'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main  ; 
I'luOies  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood,  29J 

And  turns  the  deep-dyM  ocean  into  blood. 

Oh  formidable  Glory  !  dreadful  bright ! 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  fight. 
Ah  turn,  unwary  Mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell.         300 
Say  not  (to  make  the  Sun  Ihrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  affirm,  they  wifli  it  all  a  dream; 
Wifli,  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay. 
Or  God  be  fpoird  of  his  eternal  fvvay. 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'll  the  means,  urifold         3C3 
How  they  with  tranf|x:)rt  might  the  fcene  behold. 

Ah  how  !  but  by  Repentance,  by  a  mind 
Quick,  and  fcvere  its  own  off*ence  to  find  r 
By  tears,  and  groan?,  and  never-ceafing  care. 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  Prayer?  310 

Thus 


THE  LAST   DAY,   Book  Jl.  zg 

Thus  then,  with  fervency  till  now  unknown, 
.1  calt  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne. 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  fkies  furround. 
For  homage  to  its  Lord,  a  narrow  bound. 

"  O  Thou  !  whofc  balance  does  the  mountains  weigh, 
■"  Whofe  will  the  wild  tumultuous  feas  obey, 
"  Whofe  breath  can  turn  thofe  watery  worlds  to  flame, 
**  That  flame  to  tempeii,  and  that  tempeft  tame ; 
**  Earth's  meaneil  fon,  all  trembling,  proftrate  falls, 
*'  And  on  the  boundlefs  of  thy  goodnefs  calls.         320 

**  Oh  !   give  the  winds  all  pall  offence  to  fweep, 
"  To  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep : 
**  Thy  power,  my  weaknefs,  may  I  ever  fee, 
"  And  wholly  dedicate  my  foul  to  Thee: 
"■  Reign  o'er  my  will;  m.y  paflions  ebb  and  flow     325 
"  At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know ! 
"  If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
"  And  fm  the  graceful  indignation  raife. 
"  My  love  be  warm  to  {jjccour  the  diflrefs'd, 
•*  And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  cpprefs'd.         330 
''  Ch  may  my  underllanding  ever  read 
•*  This  glorious  volume,  which  Thy  wifdom  made ! 
«*  Who  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  flowery  pride  ? 
**  Who  calls  forth  Summer,  like  a  fparkling  bride  ? 
*'  Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown?   335 
"   And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honours  down? 
**  Not  the  Great  Ottoman,  or  Greater  Czar, 
'*  Not  Europe's  arbitrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
**  May  fea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven  be  join'd, 
'*  To  bring  th'  eternal  Author  to  my  mind!  340 

«*  When 
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**  When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
*•  May  thoughts  of  Thy  dread  vengeance  (hake  my  foul! 
"  When  earth's  in  bloom,  cr  planets  proudly  lliine, 
'•  Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majesty  Diviue ! 

"  Through  every  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war,  345 
*•  Plenty,  or  want.  Thy  glory  be  my  care ! 
«*  Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  fmg  beneath  our  vine  ? 
**  Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conqueil  Thine : 
"  Thy  pleafure  points  the  fliaft,  and  bends  the  bow; 
■**  The  duller  blails,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow:  350 

"  'Tis  thou  that  lead'ft  our  powerful  armies  forth, 
"  And  giv'rt  Great  Anne  1  hy  fceptre  o'er  the  north. 

"  Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning-ray, 
"  Open  with  Prayer  the  confccrated  day ; 
**  Tune  Thy  great  praife,  and  bid  my  foularife,     355 
**  And  with  the  mounting  fun  afccnd  the  fkies: 
**  As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
'*  And  glow  with  ardour  of  confummate  love; 
**  Nor  ceafe  at  eve,  but  with  the  fetting  fun 
«*  My  endlefs  worfliip  (hall  be  Hill  bcgua.  360 

•*-  And,  oh  1  permit  the  gloom  of  folemn  night 
**  To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
«'  When  this  world  *s  Hiut,  and  awful  planets  rife, 
**  Call  on  our  minds,  and  raife  them  to  the  fkies ; 
**  Compofc  our  fouls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  light,        365 
«'  And  fhcw  all  nature  in  a  milder  light; 
"  How  every  boifterous  thought  in  calms  fubfides! 
'*  How  the  fmoothM  fpirit  into  goodnefs  glides  1 
•«  O  how  divine !   to  tread  the  milky  way, 
«  To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  day ;  370 

*'  Hi. 
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His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favour  fue. 

Or  leagues  of  friendfhip  with  His  faints  renew; 

Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  alleep. 

While  I  long  vigils  to  its  Founder  keep ! 

«'  Canrt  Thou  not  ihake  the  centre  ?  Ohcontroul,  37^ 

Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul: 

Thou,  who  canft  Hill  the  raging  of  the  flood, 

Reftrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood; 

Teach  me,  with  equal  firmnefs,  to  fuflain 

Alluring  pleafure,  and  aflauhing  pain.  380 

O  may  i  pant  for  Thee  in  each  defire  ! 

And  with  ftrong  faith  foment  the  holy  fire ! 

Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafp  the  prize. 

Which  in  Eternity's  deep  bofom  lies  1 

At  the  Great  Day  of  recompence  behold,  385 

Devoid  of  fear,  l^ae  fatal  Bcok  unfold! 

Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifsful  feat. 

From  age  to  age,  my  grateful  fong  repeat; 

My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  fee. 

And  rival  angels  in  the  praifc  of  Thee."  390 
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•"  EfTe  qucque  in  fatis  reminifcitur,  affore  tcmpus> 
"  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  corrcptaquc  regia  coeli 
«*  Ardcat;  &  mundi  moles  operofa  laboret.'* 

Ovid.  Met. 

'T^  HE  book  unfolding;  the  refplcndent  feat 

Of  faints  and  angels  ;  the  tremendous  fate 
Of  guilty  fouls ;  the  gloomy  realms  of  woe ; 
And  all  the  horrors  ot  the  world  below; 
I  next  prefume  to  fing:  What  yet  remains  5 

Demands  my  lall,  but  moll  exalted  llrains. 
And  let  the  Mufe  or  now  afredl  the  fky. 
Or  in  inglorious  fhades  for  ever  lie. 
She  kindles,  (he's  inflam'd  fo  near  the  goal 9 
She  mounts,  fhe  gains  upon  the  flarry  pole;  10 

The  world  grows  lefs  as  Ihe  purfues  her  flight. 
And  the  fun  darkens  to  her  diftant  fight. 
Heaven  opening,  all  its  facred  pomp  difplays. 
And  overwhelms  her  with  the  rufhing  blaze  1 
The  triumph  rings !   archangels  fhout  around  !  i^ 

And  echoing  nature  lengthens  out  the  found  ! 

Ten  thoufand  trumpets  «oau  at  once  advance; 
AVxu  deepeft  filence  lulls  the  vaft  expanfe: 

So 
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So  deep  the  filence,  and  fo  ftrong  the  blaft. 

As  nature  dy'd,  when  fhe  had  groan'd  her  lalh         20 

Nor  man,  nor  angel,  moves ;  the  Judge  on  high 

Looks  round,  and  with  his  glory  fills  the  fky: 

Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays. 

Which  high  to  view  fupporting  feraphs  raife ; 

In  folemn  form  the  rituals  are  prepared,  25 

The  feal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 

And  thou,  my  foul,  (oh  fall  to  fudden  prayer. 

And  let  the  thought  fmk  deep  ! )   Ihalt  thou  be  there  ? 

See  on  the  left  (for  by  the  -great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand;)  30 

How  weak,  how  pale,  how  haggard,  how  obfcene. 
What  more  than  death  in  every  face  and  mien  ? 
With  what  diilrefs,  and  glarings  of  affright. 
They  fhock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  fight  ? 
In  gloomy  orbs  their  trembling  eye-balls  roll,  35 

And  tell  the  horrid  fecrets  of  the  foul. 
Each  gcflure  mourns,  each  look  is  bl?ck  with  care. 
And  every  groan  is  loaden  with  defpair,  •« 

Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  Mufe,  and  find 
A  truer  image  pidur'd  in  thy  mind.  40 

Shculdft  thou  behold  thy  brother,  father,  wife. 
And  all  the  foft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whofe  blended  intereils  level'd  at  one  aim, 
Whofe  mix'd  defires  fent  up  one  common  flame. 
Divided  far;  thy  wretched  Self  alone  45 

Call  on  the  left,  of  all  whom  thou  hafl  known ; 
How  would  it  wound  ?  What  millions  wouldfl  thou  irivc 
for  One  more  trial.  One  more  day  to  live  ? 

Vol..  EX.  J)  Flung 
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Flung  back  in  time  an  hour,  a  moment's  fpacc. 

To  grafp  with  eagernefs  the  means  of  Grace;  50 

Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage. 

And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age  ? 

Drive  back  the  tide,  fufpend  a  llorm  in  air, 

Arrell  the  Sun;  but  llill  of  this  defpair. 

Mark,  on.  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace  I  55 

Their  Maker's  image  fre(h  in  every  face  ! 
What  purple  bloom  my  ravifh'd  foul  admires. 
And  their  eyes  fparkling  with  immortal  fires  ! 
Triumphant  beauty  !   charms  that  rife  above 
This  world,  and  in  bleft  angels  kindle  love  !  60 

To  the  Great  judge  with  holy  pride  they  turn. 
And  dare  behold  th'  Almighty's  anger  burn; 
Its  flafh  fullain,  againll  its  terror  rife. 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes. 
Are  thefe  the  forms  that  moulder'd  in  the  dull  ?         65 
Oh  the  tranfcendent  glory  of  the  juft ! 
Yet  iHll  fome  thin  remains  of  fear  and  doubt, 
Th'  infedled  brightnefs  of  their  joy  pollute. 

Thus  the  chailc  bridegroom,  when  the  prieft  draws^ 
nigh. 
Beholds  his  blefTing  with  a  trembling  eye,  70 

Feels  doubtful  paflions  throb  in  every  vein. 
And  in  his  cheeks  are  mingled  joy  and  pain. 
Left;  ftill  fome  intervening  chance  fhould  rife. 
Leap  forth  at  once,  and  fnatch  the  golden  prize ; 
Jntlame  his  woe,  by  bringing  it  fo  late,  75 

And  flab  him  in  the  crifis  of  his  fate. 

Since 
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Since  Adam's  family,  from  firfl:  to  laft. 
Now  into  one  dilHnv5l  furvey  is  caft; 
Look  round,  vain-glorious  Mufe,  and  you  whoe'er 
Devote  yourfelves  to  fame,  and  think  her  fair;         So 
Look  round,  and  feek  the  lights  of  human  race. 
Whole  fliining  adls  Time's  brighteft  annals  grace ; 
Who  founded  fedls;  crowns  conquer'd,  or  refign'd; 
Gave  names  to  nations ;  or  fam'd  empires  join'd; 
Who  rais'd  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountain  low;       85 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow ; 
Who  with  vaft  fleets,  as  with  a. mighty  chain. 
Could  bind  the  madnefs  of  the  roaring  main: 
All  loll  ?  all  undilHnguifh'd  r  no-\vhere  found  ? 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon's  palace  found  ?         90 

That  hou't-j  on  which  th'  Almighty  King  on  high 
From  all  eternity  has  iix'd  his  eye. 
Whether  his  right-hand  favour'd,  or  annoy'd. 
Continued,  alter'd,  threaten'd,  or  deftroy'd; 
Southern  or  eailern  fceptre  dovv^nward  hurl'd,  95 

Gave  north  or  well  dominion  o'er  the  world; 
The  point  of  time,  for  which  the  world  was  built. 
For  wliich  the  blood  of  God  himfelf  was  fpilt. 
That  dreadful  moment  is  arriv'd — 

Aloft i  the  feats  of  blifs  their  pomp  difplay  i  oo 

Brighter  than  brightnefs,  this  diftinguifh'd  day ; 
Lefs  glorious,  when  of  old  th'  eternal  Son 
From  realms  of  night  return'dwith  trophies  won: 
Through  heaven's  high  gates,  when  he  triumphant  rode^ 
And  fhouting  angels  hail'd  the  vidor  God.  105 

D   2  Horrors, 
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Horrors,  beneath,  darkncfs  in  darkncfs,  Iicll 
Of  hell,  where  torments  beliind  torments  dwell; 
A  furnace  formidable,  deep,  and  wide, 
O'cr-boiling  with  a  mad  fulphureous  tide. 
Expands  its  jaws,  mofl  drcadluJ  to  furvey,  no 

And  roars  outrageous  for  the  dellin'd  prey. 
The  fons  of  light  fcarce  unappall'd  look  down. 
And  nearer  prcfs  heaven's  everlafting  throne. 

Such  is  the  fccne;  and  one  fhort  moment's  fpace 
Concludes  the  hopes  and  fears  of  human  race.         115 
Proceed  who  dares ! — 1  tremble  as  1  write ; 
The  whole  creation  fwims  before  my  fight: 
I  fee,  I  fee,  the  Judge's  frowning  brow; 
Say  not,  'tis  diflant ;  1  behold  it  notu ; 
J  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow,  120 

My  foul  recoils  at  the  ilupendous  woe ; 
That  woe,  thole  pangs,  which  from  the  guilty  brcafl. 
In  thefe,  or  words  like  thefe,  fhall  be  expreft. 

'*  Who  burfl  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  grave? 
"  Ah  !   cruel  death,  thit  would  no  longer  favc,        125 
•*  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  abode, 
"  And  call  me  cut  into  the  wrath  of  God; 
"  Where  fhrieks,  the  roaring  flame,  the  rattling  chain, 
**  And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
•*  Our  only  fong ;  black  fire's  malignant  light,         130 
•*  The  fole  refrefhment  of  the  blafted  fight. 
•'  Mud  all  thofe  powers,  heaven  gave  me  to  fupply 
"  My  foul  with  pleafure,  and  bring- in  my  joy, 
*•  Rife  up  in  arras  againft  me,  join  the  foe, 
**  Sen/e,  rea/cnj  mcnicry^  increafe  my  woe?  135 

"  And 


THE  LAST  DAY,  Book  III.  -^j 

**  And  fhall  my  voice,  ordain'd  on  liymns  to  dwell, 
**  Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  the  fires  of  hell  ? 
**  Oh  !  murt  I  look  with  terror  on  my  gain, 
'*  And  with  exiftence  only  meafure  pain  ? 
"  What !   no  reprieve,  no  leaft  indulgence  given,    1 40 
**  No  beam  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  heaven  ! 
"  Ah  Mercy  !   Mercy  !   art  thou  dead  above  ? 
"  Is  Love  exting-uifh'd  in  the  Source  of  Love  ? 

"  Bold  that  I  am,  did  heaven  Hoop  down  to  hell  ? 
**  Th*  expiring  Lord  of  life  my  ranfom  feal  ?  145 

"  Have  I  not  been  induftrious  to  provoke  ? 
*'  From  his  embraces  obiliuately  broke  ? 
"  Purfued,  and  panted  for  his  mortal  hate, 
**  Earn'd  my  dellrudion,  iabour'd  out  my  fate  ? 
"  And  dare  I  on  extinguifn'd  Love  exclaim?  150 

**  Take,  take  full  vengeance,  rouze  the  flackening  flame; 
'*  Juft  is  my  lot — but  oh  !  muft  it  tranfcend 
**  The  reach  of  time,  defpair  a  dillant  end  ? 
With  dreadful  growth  Ihoot  forward,  and  arife. 
Where  thought  can't  follow, and  bold  fancy  dies  !  1 55 
"  NEFER  !  where  falls  the  foul  at  that  dread  found  ? 
«'  Down  an  abyfs  how  dark,  and  how  profound  ? 
"  Down,  clown,   ( I  iHU  am  falling,  horrid  pain  ! ) 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathoms  llill  remain ; 
"  My  plunge  but  Itill  begun — And  this  for  fm  !       160 
**  Could  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
**  But  Hill  increas'd  the  fenfelefs  happy  mafs, 
"  Flow'd  in  the  dream,  or  fhiver'd  in  the  grafs  ? 

"  Father  of  mercies  !  why  from  filent  eartli 
•*  Didil  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  birth,  1^5 

'  D   3.  "  Tear 
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*'  Tear  mc  from  quiet,  ravifh  me  from  night, 
**  And  make  a  thanklcfs  prefent  of  thy  light  ? 
•*  Puih  into  being  a  reverfc  of  Thee, 
*•  And  animate  a  clod  with  mifcry  I 

"  The  beads  arc  happy ;  they  come  forth,  and  keep  170 
"  Short  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  fleep. 
"  Pain  is  for  man ;  and  oh  !   Kow  vaft  a  pain 
«•  For  crimes,  which  made  the  God-head  bleed  in  vain  ? 
•'  Annuird  his  groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
•*  And  flung  his  agonies,  and  death,  away?  175 

'*  As  our  dire  punilhmcnt  for  ever  ftrong, 
•'  Our  conftitution  too  for  ever  young. 
"  Curs'd  with  returns  of  vigour,  llill  the  fame 
"  Powerful  to  bear,  and  fatisfy  the  flame : 
"  Still  to  be  caught,  and  llill  to  be  purfued  1  1 80 

•*  To  perilh  itill>  and  ftill  to  be  renew 'd  ! 

"  And  this.  My  Help  !  My  God  I  at  thy  decree  ? 
**  Nature  is  chang'd,  and  hell  Ihould /wrfo^r  me. 
•*  And  canft  Thou  then  look  down  from  perfed  blifs, 
**  And  fee  me  plunging  in  the  dark  abyfs  ?  185 

**  Calling  Thee  Father,  in  a  fea  of  fire  ? 
"  Or  pouring  blafphemies  at  Thy  defire  ? 
**  With  mortals  anguilh  wilt  Thou  raife  Thy  name, 
*'  And  by  my  pangs  omnipotence  proclaim  ? 

**  Thou,  who  canft  tofs  the  planets  to  and  fro,     1 90 
**  Contract  not  Thy  great  vengeance  to  my  woe ; 
**  Crulh  worlds  ;  in  hotter  flames  fall'n  angels  lay  ; 
"  On  me  Almighty  wrath  is  call  away. 
"  Call  back  Thy  thunders.  Lord,  hold-in  Thy  rage, 
"  Nor  with  a  Ipeck.  of  wretchednsfs  engage  :  195 

Forget 


(( 
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•'  Forget  me  quite,  nor  ftoop  a  worm  to  blame ; 

•'  But  lofe  me  in  the  greatnefs  of  Thy  name. 

♦*  Thou  art  all  Love,  all  Mercy,  all  Divine, 

*'  And  ihall  I  make  thofe  gluries  ceafe  to  (hine  ? 

•*  Shall  finful  man  grow  great  by  his  offence,  200 

**  And  from  its  courfe  turn  back.  Omnipotence  ? 

**  Forbid  it  I  and  oh !   grant.  Great  Gcdy  at  lead 
**  This  one,  this  (Lender,  almoll  no  requeft; 
*'  When  I  have  wept  a  thoufand  lives  away, 
"  When  torment  is  grown  vv^eary  of  its  prey,  205 

*  When  I  have  rav'd  ten  thoufand  years  in  fire, 
**  Ten  thoufand  thoufand,  let  me  then  expire." 

Deep  anguiih.  I   but  too  late;  the  hopelefs  foul 
Bound  to  the  bottom  of  the  burning  pool. 
Though  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafpheming,  owns     210 
He  's  jullly  doom'd  to  pour  eternal  groans; 
Enclos'd  with  horrors,  and  transfix'd  with  pain. 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  chain  : 
To  talk  to  fery  tempefts;  to  implore 
The  raging  Hame  to  give  its  burnings  o'er;  215 

To  tcfs,  to  writhe,  to  pant  beneath  his  load. 
And  bear  the  weight  of  an  offended  God^ 

The  favour'd  of  their  Judge  in  triumph  move. 
To  take  polTelTion  of  their  thrones  above; 
Satan's  accurs'd  defertion  to  fupply,  220 

And  iill  the  vacant  ftations  of  the  fky  ; 
Again  to  kindle  long-exringuiihM  rays. 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  the  heavenly  blaze  ; 

D  4  To 
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To  crop  the  rofes  of  immortal  youth. 

And  drink,  the  fountain-head  of  facred  truth  ;  22  j 

To  fwim  in  feas  of  blifs,  to  llrikc  the  firing. 

And  lift  the  voice  to  their  Almighty  King  ; 

To  lofe  eternity  in  grateful  lays. 

And  fill  heaven's  wide  circumference  with  praife. 
But  I  attempt  the  wondrous  height  in  vain,         230 

And  leave  unfinifh'd  the  too  lofty  flrain  : 

What  boldly  1  begin,  let  others  end  ; 

My  ftrength  cxhaufted,  fainting  1  defcend. 
And  chufc  a  lefs,  but  no  ignoble  theme, 

Diflblving  elements,  and  worlds,  in  flame.  235 

The  fatal  period,  the  great  hour,  is  come. 
And  nature  ftrinks  at  her  approaching  doom  ; 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  fign,  and  all 
Heaven's  terrors  in  array  furround  the  ball ; 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteors  blaze  confpire,  240 
And,  darted  downward,  fct  the  world  on  fire ; 
Black  rifxng  clouds  the  thicken'd  ^ther  choke. 
And  fpiry  flames  dart  through  the  rolling  fmoke. 
With  keen  vibrations  cut  the  fullcn  night. 
And  flrike  the  darkened  fky  with  dreadful  light;      245 
From  heaven's  four  regions,  with  immortal  force. 
Angels  drive  on  the  wind's  impetuous  courfe, 
1**  enrage  the  fiame  :  It  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high. 
Swells  in  the  florm,  and  billows  through  the  fky ; 
Here  winding  pyramids  of  fire  afcend,  25.0 

Cities  and  dcfarts  in  one  ruin  blend; 
Here  blazing  volumes  wafted,  overwhelm 
Tiie  fpaciooi  face  of  a  far  dillant  realm ; 

There, 
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There,  undermln'd,  down  rufh  eternal  hills. 

The  neighbouring  vales  the  vail  deftrudion  fills.     235 

Hear'il  thou  that  dreadful  crack  ?    that  found  which 

broke 
Like  peais  of  thunder,  and  the  centre  (hook  ? 
What  wonders  mufl  that  groan  of  nature  tell ! 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas,  fell ; 
Which  feem'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  to  Hand,       260 
A  towering  monument  of  God's  right  hand  ; 
Now  duft  and  fmoke,  whofe  brow,  fo  lately,  fpread 
O'er  ihelter'd  countries  its  diffafive  fnade. 

Shew  me  that  celebrated  fpot,  where  all 
The  various  rulers  of  the  fever'd  ball  265 

Have  humbly  fought  wealth,  honour,  and  redrefs. 
That  land  which  heaven  feem'd  diligent  to  blefs. 
Once  caird  Britannia  :  Can  her  glories  end  ? 
And  can't  furrounding  feas  her  realms  defend  ? 
Alas  !  in  flames  behold  furrounding  feas  !  270 

Like  oil,  their  waters  but  augment  the  blaze. 

Some  angel,  fay  where  ran  proud  Alia's  bound  ? 
Or  where  with  fruits  was  fair  Europa  crown'd  ? 
Where  liretch'd  wafte  Libya  ?  Where  did  India's  flore 
Sparkle  in  diamonds,  and  her  golden  ore  .?  275 

Each  loft  in  each,  their  mingling  kingdoms  glow. 
And  all  diffolv'd,  one  fiery  deluge  flow  : 
Thus  earth's  contending  monarchies  are  join'd. 
And  a  full  period  of  ambition  find. 

And  now  whatever  or  fwims,  or  walks,  or  flies,  280 
Inhabitants  of  fea,  or  earth,  or  fkies  ; 
All  on  whom  Adam's  wifdom  fix'd  a  name. 
All  plunge,  and  perilh  in  the  conquering  flame. 

This 
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This  globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  fire. 
Starve  its  devouring  rage  :  the  flakes  afpire,  285 

And  catch  the  clouds,  and  make  the  heavens  their  prey; 
The  fun,  the  moon,  the  ftars,  all  melt  away; 
All,  all  is  loll ;  no  monument,  no  fign. 
Where  once  fo  proudly  blaz'd  the  gay  machine^ 
So  bubbles  on  the  foaming  llream  expire,  290 

So  fparks  that  fcatter  from  the  kindling  fire ; 
The  devaftations  of  One  dreadful  hour 
The  Great  Creator's  Six  days  work  devour. 
A  mighty,  mighty  ruin  !  yet  One  foul 
Has  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole ;  295. 
Exalted  in  fuperior  excellence, 
Calb  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vail  expence. 
Have  you  not  feen  th'  eternal  mountains  nod. 
An  earth  difTolving,  a  defcending  God  ? 
What  llrange  furprizes  through  all  nature  ran  ?       300 
For  whom  thefe  revolutions,  but  for  Man  ? 
For  him.  Omnipotence  new  meafures  takes. 
For  him,  through  all  eternity,  awakes; 
Pours  on  him  gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heaven's  lofs,  and  with  freih  glories  fill  the  (ky.     305 

Think  deeply  then,  O  Man,  \^\y great  thou  art; 

Pay  thyfelf  homage  with  a  trembling  heart ; 

Wiiat  angels  guard,  no  longer  dare  negledl. 

Slighting  thyfelf,  affront  not  God's  refped. 

Enter  the  facrcd  temple  of  thy  bread,  310 

And  gaze,  and  wander  there,  a  ravifh'd  guefl ; 

Gaze  on  thofe  hidden  treafures  thou  Ihalt  find. 

Wander  throueh  ail  the  glories  of  thy  mind. 

Of 
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Of  perfed  knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  light 
Foretels  a  noon  moft  exquifitely  bright !  31^ 

Here,  fprings  of  endlefs  joy  are  breaking  forth  I 
There,  buds  the  promife  of  celeilial  worth  ! 
Worth,  which  muft  ripen  in  a  happier  dime. 
And  brighter  Suriy  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  Minor,  canft  not  guefs  thy  vail  ellate,  320 

What  ftores,  on  foreign  coalls,  thy  landing  wait : 
Lofe  not  thy  claim,  let  virtue's  path  be  trod  ; 
Thus  glad  all  heaven,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous  God, 
Who,  to  light  thee  to  pieafures,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  Iky  :  325 

That  fervice  done,  its  beams  ihall  fade  away. 
And  God  fhine  forth  in  one  Eternal  DkY, 
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BOOK     I. 

*'  Ad  coelum  ardentia  lumina  tollens, 

"  Lumina;  nam  teneras  arcebant  vincula  palmas." 

ViRG. 

T?  R  O  M  lofty  themes,  from  thoughts  that  foar'd  on 

^  high. 

And  open'd  wondrous  fcenes  above  the  flcy. 

My  Mufe  defcend  :  Indulge  my  fond  defire; 

With  fofter  thoughts  my  melting  foul  infpire. 

And  fmooth  my  numbers  to  a  female's  praife  :  r 

A  partial  world  will  lillen  to  my  lays. 

While  Anna  reigns,  and  fets  a  female  name 

Unrival'd  in  the  glorious  lills  of  fame. 

Hear,  ye  fair  daughters  of  this  happy  land, 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  the  vanquifh'd  world  command,  lo 
Virtue  is  Beauty  :  But  when  charms  of  mind 
With  elegance  of  outward  form  are  join'd  ; 
When  J0W//6  makes  fuch  bright  objects  ftill  more  bright, 
An6.  fortune  fets  them  in  the  ftrongeft  light ; 
'Tis  all  of  heaven  that  we  below  may  view,  l^ 

And  all,  but  Adoration,  is  your  due. 

Fam'd  female  virtue  did  this  ifle  adorn. 
Ere  Ormond,  or  her  glorious  Queen,  was  born  : 

WTien 
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When  now  Maria's  powerful  arms  prcvailM, 

And  haughty  Dudley's  bold  ambition  fail'd,  20 

The  beauteous  daughter  of  great  Suffolk's  race. 

In  blooming  youth  adorn'd  with  every  grace  ; 

Who  gain'd  a  crown  by  treafon  not  her  own. 

Aid  innocently  fill'd  another's  throne ; 

Hurl'd  from  the  fummit  of  imperial  ftate,  25 

With  equal  mind  fullain'd  the  ftroke  of  fate. 

But  how  will  Guildford,  her  far  dearer  part. 
With  manly  reafon  fortify  his  heart  ? 
At  once  (he  longs,  and  is  afraid  to  kno^..v  : 
Now  fwift  ihe  moves,  and  now  advances  flow,  30 

To  find  her  lord  ;  and,  finding,  partes  by, 
Silent  with  fear,  nor  dares  fhe  meet  his  eye  ; 
Led  that,  unafk'd,  in  fpeechlefs  grief,  difclofe 
The  mournful  fecret  of  his  inward  woes. 
Thus,  after  ficknefs,  doubtful  of  her  face,  25 

The  melancholy  virgin  fhuns  the  glafs. 

At  length,  with  troubled  thought,  but  look  ferene. 
And  forrow  foften'd  by  her  heavenly  mien. 
She  "dafps  her  lord,  brave,  beautiful,  and  young. 
While  tender  accents  melt  upon  her  tongue  ;  40 

Gentle,  and  fweet,  as  vernal  Zephyr  blows. 
Fanning  the  lily,  or  the  blooming  rofe. 

•*  Grieve  not,  my  lord  ;  a  crown  indeed  is  loft  ; 
*'  What  far  outfhines  a  crown,  we  ftill  may  boaft ; 
«*  A  mind  compos 'd  ;  a  mind  that  can  difdain  45 

*'  A  fruitlefs  forrow  for  a  lofs  fo  vain. 
*'  Nothing  is  lofs  that  virtue  can  improve 
*«  To  wealth  eternal ;  and  return  above  ; 

"  Above-, 
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**  Above,  where  no  diftlndlion  fhall  be  known 

«*  'Twixt  him  whom  ftorms  have  (haken  from  a  throne,  50 

**  And  him,  who,  bafking  in  the  fmiles  of  fate, 

"  Shone  forth  in  all  the  fplendor  of  the  great : 

**  Nor  can  I  find  the  difference  here  below; 

**  1  lately  was  a  Queen;  I  Hill  am  fo, 

"  Wliile  Guildford's  Wife:  Thee  rather  I  obey,        55 

*'  Than  o'er  mankind  extend  imperial  fway. 

"  When  we  lie  down  in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 

**  Incens'd  Maria  may  her  rage  forget; 

"  And  I  to  d-eath  my  duty  will  improve, 

**  And  what  you  mil's  in  empire,  add  in  love—        60 

*^  Your  God-like  foul  is  open'd  in  your  look, 

"  And  I  have  faintly  your  great  meaning  fpoke, 

«  For  this  alone  I'm  pleas'd  I  wore  the  crown, 

"  To  find  with  what  content  we  lay  it  down. 

"  Heroes  may  win,  but  'tis  a  heavenly  race  6- 

♦'  Can  quit  a  tlirone  with  a  becoming  grace." 

Thus  fpoke  the  fairell  of  her  fex,  and  cheer*d 
Her  drooping  lord;  whofe  boding  bofom  fear*d 
A  darker  cloud  of  ills  would  buril,  and  ftied 
Se'/erer  vengeance  on  her  guiltlefs  head  :  70 

Too  juft,  alas,  the  terrors  which  he  felt ! 
For,  lo  !  a  guard  ! — Forgive  him,  if  he  melt^ 
How  fharp  her  pangs,  when  fever 'd  from  his  fide, 
The  moft:  fincerely  lov'd,  and  loving  bride. 
In  fpace  confin'd,  the  Mufe  forbears  to  tell;  -^^ 

Deep  was  her  anguilh,  but  (he  bore  it  well. 

Vol.  LX.  E  His 
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His  pain  was  equal,  but  his  virtue  lefs; 

He  thought  in  grief  there  could  be  no  excefs. 

Pcnfive  he  fat,  o'ercaft  with  gloomy  care. 

And  often  fondly  clafp'd  his  abfent  fair;  80 

Now,  filent,  wander'd  through  his  rooms  of  ftate, 

And  ficken'd  at  their  pomp,  and  tax'd  his  fate; 

Which  thus  adorn'd,  in  all  her  fhining  ftore, 

A  fplendid  wretch,  magnificently  poor. 

Now  on  the  bridal-bed  his  eyes  were  caft,  85 

And  anguilh  fed  on  his  enjoyments  pall ; 

Each  recolle6\ed  pleafure  made  him  fmart. 
And  every  iranfport  llabb'd  him  to  the  heart. 

That  happy  moon,  which  fiimmon'd  to  delight. 
That  moon  which  (hone  on  his  dear  nuptial  night,    90 
Which  faw  him  fold  her  yet  untalled  charms 
(Deny'd  to  princes)  in  his  longing  arms; 
Now  fees  the  tranfient  blefiing  fleet  away. 
Empire  and  Love  !   the  vifion  of  a  day. 

Thus,  in  the  Britilh  clime,  a  fummer-llorm  95 

Will  oft  the  fmiling  face  of  heaven  deform  ; 
The  winds  with  violence  at  once  defcend. 
Sweep  flowers  and  fruits,  and  make  the  forefl  bend ; 
A  fudden  winter,  while  the  fun  is  near, 
O'ercomes  the  feafon,  and  inverts  the  year.  loo 

But  whither  is  the  capave  borne  away. 
The  beauteous  captive,  from  the  chearful  day  r 
The  fcene  is  chang'd  indeed;  before  her  eyes 
Ill-boding  looks  and  unknown  horrors  rife: 
For  pomp  and  fplcndor,  for  her  guard  and  crown,   105 
A  gloomy  dungeon,  and  a  keeper's  frown: 

Black 
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Black  thoughts  each  morn  invade  the  Lover's  breaft. 
Each  night,  a  ruffian  locks  the  Queen  to  refi. 

Ah  mournful  change,  if  judg'd  by  vulgar  minds  ! 
But  Suffolk's  daughter  its  advantage  finds.  i  lo 

Religion's  force  divine  is  befl  difplay'd 
In  deep  defertion  of  all  human  aid : 
To  fuccour  in  extremes,  is  her  delight. 
And  chear  the  heart,  when  terror  ftrikes  the  fight. 
We,  difbelieving  our  own  fenfes,  gaze,  1 1 5 

And  wonder  what  a  mortal's  heart  can  raife 
To  triumph  o'er  misfortunes,  fmile  in  grief. 
And  comfort  thofe  who  come  to  bring  relief: 
We  gaze;  and  as  we  gaze,  wealth,  fame,  decay. 
And  all  the  world's  vain  glories  fade  away.  120 

Againll  her  cares  fhe  rais'd  a  dauntlefs  mind. 
And  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  moft  refign'd. 
Deep  in  the  dreadful  gloom,  with  pious  heat. 
Amid  the  filence  of  her  dark  retreat, 
Addrefs'd  her  God — "  Almighty  Power  Divine  1    125 
*«  'Tis  Thine  to  raife,  and  to  deprefs,  is  Thine; 
"  With  honour  to  light  up  the  name  unknown, 
"  Or  to  put  out  the  lullre  of  a  throne. 
"  In  my  fliort  fpan  both  fortunes  I  have  prov'd, 
"  And  though  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  mov'd,     1 30 
*•  I'll  bear  it  well:   (O  ftrengthen  me  to  bear !) 
*'  And  if  my  piety  may  claim  thy  care ; 
"  If  I  remember'd,  in  youth's  giddy  heat, 
"  And  tumult  of  a  court,  a  Future  State; 
"  O  favour,  when  thy  mercy  I  implore  13- 

"  For  cyje  who  never  guilty  fceptre  bore  ! 

E  2  'T'.vn^ 
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*'  'Twas  I  rcccivM  the  crown;  my  lord  is  free! 

♦*  If  it  mull  fall,  let  vengeance  fall  on  me. 

**  Let  him  furvive,  his  country's  name  to  raife, 

**  And  in  a  guilty  land  to  fpcak  Thy  praife !  140 

*'  O  may  th*  indulgence  of  a.  fa/ brr* s  love, 

*«  Pour'd  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above ! 

•'  If  i/je/e  arc  fafc,  I'll  think  my  prayers  fuccecd, 

**  And  blefs  thy  tender  mercies,  whilll  I  bleed.** 

'Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day       145 
In  which  the  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way; 
Through  rigid  jufticc,  rulh'd  into  offence. 
And  drank  in  zeal  the  blood  of  innocence : 
The  fun  went  down  in  clouds,  and  fcem'd  to  mourn 
The  fad  neccffity  of  his  return;  150 

The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain. 
Or  did,  or  was  imagin'd  to,  complain: 
The  tapers  call  an  inaufpicious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night. 

Sweet  innocence  in  chains  can  take  her  relt;        155 
Soft  fl umber  gently  creeping  through  her  brcaft. 
She  Anks;  and  in  her  fleep  is  re-inthron'd, 
Mock'd  by  a  gaudy  dream,  and  vainly  crown'd. 
She  views  her  fleets  and  armies,  feas  and  land. 
And  llretches  mde  her  fhadow  of  command:  160 

With  royal  purple  is  her  vifion  hung; 
By  phantom  hoUs  are  fhouts  of  conquefts  rung; 
Low  at  her  feet  the  fuppliant  rival  lies ; 
Our  prifoner  mourns  her  fate,  and  bids  her  rife. 

Now  level  beams  upon  the  waters  play'd,  165 

Gla  ic'd  on  the  hills,  and  weftward  call  the  fhade; 

The 


FORCE  OF  RELIGION,  Book:  I.         55 

The  bufy  trades  in  cities  had  began 
To  found,  and  fpeak  the  painful  life  of  man- 
In  tyrants  brealls  the  thoughts  of  vengeance  rouze. 
And  the  fond  bridegroom  turns  him  to  his  fpoufe.   170 
At  this  firil  birth  of  light,  while  morning  breaks. 
Our  fpoufelefs  bride,  our  widow'd  wife,  awakes; 
Awakes,  and  fmilesj  nor  night's  impoflure  blames; 
Her  real  pomps  were  little  more  than  dreams; 
A  fhort-liv'd  blaze,  a  lightning  quickly  o'er,  17^ 

That  dy'd  in  birth,  that  fhone,  and  was  no  more: 
She  turns  her  fide,  and  foon  refumes  a  ftate 
Of  mind,  well  fuited  to  her  alter'd  fate. 
Serene,  though  ferious  ;  when  dread  tidings  come 
(Ah  wretched  Guilford!)   of  her  inllant  doom.        180 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams:  in  clouds  ao  black  as  night 
Thy  face  invohe  ;  be  guilrlefs  of  the  fight; 
Or  hafle  more  fwiftly  to  the  wellern  main  ; 
Nor  let  her  blood  the  confcious  day-light  rtain ! 

Oh  !   how  fevere  1   to  fall  fo  new  a  bride,  1S5 

Yet  blu filing  from  the  prieit,  in  youthful  pride; 
When  time  had  juft  matur'd  each  perfe6\  grace. 
And  open'd  all  the  wonders  of  her  face  ! 
To  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  relief. 
Fond  of  liis  woe,  and  obiHnate  in  grief.  190 

Unhappy  fair  !  whatever  fancy  drew, 
(Vain  promis'd  blelfrngs)  vanifii  from  her  view; 
No  train  of  chearful  days,  endearing  nights. 
No  fweet  domeftic  joys,  and  chafle  delights; 
Pleafures  that  blofTom  ev*n  from  doubts  and  fears ;   1 95 
And  blifs  and  rapture  rifing  cut  of  cares : 

E  I  N) 
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No  little  Guilford,  with  paternal  grace, 

Luird  on  her  knee,  or  fmiling  in  her  face; 

Who,  when  her  dearejl  father  ihall  return. 

From  pouring  tears  on  her  untimely  urn,  2CX> 

Might  comfort  to  his  filver  hairs  impart. 

And  fill  her  place  in  his  indulgent  heart: 

As  where  fruits  fall,  quick- rifmg  bloflbms  fmile. 

And  the  blefl  Indian  of  his  care  beguile. 

Jn  vain  thefe  various  reafons  jointly  prefs,  2C5 

To  blacken  death,  and  heighten  her  didrefs ; 
She,  through  th'  encircling  terrors,  darts  her  fight 
To  the  blefs'd  regions  of  eternal  light. 
And  fills  her  foul  with  peace :  To  weeping  friends 
W^xfatheVi  and  her /c»-^,  (he  recommends;  210 

Unmov'd  herfelf :  Her  foes  her  air  furvey. 
And  rage  to  fee  their  malice  thrown  away. 
She  foars ;  now  nought  on  earth  detains  her  care- 
But  Guilford;  who  ilill  ftruggles  for  his  fhare. 
Still  will  his  form  importunately  rife,  215 

Clog  and  retard  her  tranfport  to  the  fkies; 
As  trembling  flames  now  take  a  feeble  flight. 
Now  catch  the  brand  with  a  returning  light. 
Thus  her  foul  onward  from  the  feats  above 
Falls  fondly  back,  and  kindles  into  love :  220 

At  length  Ihe  conquers  in  the  doubtful  field ; 
That  Heaven  ftie  fceks  will  be  her  Guilford's  (hield. 
Now  death  is  welcome ;  his  approach  is  flow ; 
'Tis  tedious  longer  to  expeft  the  blow. 

Oh!  mortals,  fliort  of  fight,  who  think  the  pad  225 
O'erblown  misfortune  dill  fhall  prove  the  laft; 

Alas ! 
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jAlas  !   misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 

And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 

Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 

Till  life  and  forrow  meet  one  common  end.  230 

She  thinks  that  (he  has  nought  but  death  to  fear. 
And  death  is  conquered.     Worfe  than  death  is  near : 
Her  rigid  trials  are  not  yet  complete  ; 
The  news  arrives  of  her  great  father's  fate. 
She  fees  his  hoary  head,  all  wliite  with  age,  255 

A  viftim  to  th'  offended  monarch's  rage. 
How  great  the  mercy,  had  fhe  breath'd  her  lall. 
Ere  the  dire  fentence  on  her  father  pail ! 

A  fonder  parent  nature  never  knew  ; 
And  as  his  age  increas'd,  his  fondncfs  grew,  240 

A  parent's  love  ne'er  better  was  beftow'd; 
The  pious  daughter  in  her  heart  overflow'd. 
And  can  fhe  from  all  weaknefs  IHU  refrain  ? 
And  Itill  the  firmnefs  of  her  foul  maintain  ? 
Impoflible  !  a  figh  will  force  its  way  ;  245 

One  patient  tear  her  mo/W  birth  betray; 
She  fighs  and  weeps !  but  fo  fhe  weeps  and  fighs. 
As  filent  dews  defcend,  and  vapours  rife. 

Celeflial  Patience  1   how  doll  thou  defeat 
The  foe*s  proud  menace,  and  elude  his  hate  ?  2 50 

While  Paflion  takes  his  part,  betrays  our  peace; 
To  death  and  torture  fwells  each  flight  difgrace ; 
By  not  oppofmg,  thou  dofl  ills  deftroy. 
And  wear  thy  conquer'd  forrows  into  joy. 
Nowy^^  revolves  within  her  anxious  mind,  255 

What  woe  ftill  lingers  in  referve  behind, 

E  4.  Griefs 
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Griefs  rife  on  griefs,  and  flie  can  fee  no  bound. 

While  nature  lalts,  and  can  receive  a  wound. 

The  fword  is  drawn :  The  queen  to  rage  inclin'd. 

By  mercy,  nor  by  piety,  coniin'd.  260 

What  mercy  can  the  Zealot's  heart  afTuage, 

Whofe  piety  itfelf  converts  to  rage? 

She  thought,  and  figh'd.     And  now  the  blood  began 

To  leave  her  beauteous  cheek  all  cold  and  wan. 

New  forrow  dimm'd  the  luftre  of  her  eye,  265 

And  on  her  check  the  fading  rofes  die. 

Alas !   fhould  Guilford  too — when  now  (he's  brought 

To  that  dire  view,  that  precipice  of  thought. 

While  there  fhe  trembling  ftands,  nor  dares  look  down. 

Nor  can  recede,  till  heaven's  decrees  are  known ;    270 

Cure  of  all  ills,  till  now  her  lord  appears — 

But  not  to  chear  her  heart  and  dry  her  tears ! 

Not  now,  as  ufual,  like  the  rifmg  day. 

To  chafe  the  fhadows  and  the  damps  away: 

But,  like  a  gloomy  ftorm  at  once  to  fweep  275 

And  plunge  her  to  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

Black  were  his  robes,  dejeded  was  his  air. 

His  voice  was  frozen  by  his  cold  dcfpair  : 

Slow,  like  a  ghoft,  he  mov'd  with  folemn  pace  ; 

A  dving  palenefs  fat  upon  his  face.  28c 

Back  {he  recoil'd,  fhe  fmore  her  lovely  breaft. 

Her  eyes  the  anguifh  of  her  heart  confefs'd ; 

Struck  to  the  foul,  fhe  ftagger'd  with  the  wound. 

And  funk,  a  breathlefs  image,  to  the  ground. 

Thus  the  fair  lily,  when  the  fky's  o'ercaft,  285 

At  firfl  but  Ihudders  in  the  feeble  biaft; 

But 
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But  when  the  winds  and  weighty  rains  defcend. 
The  fair  and  upright  ftem  is  forc'd  to  bend  ; 
Till  broke  at  length,  its  fnovvy  leaves  are  ihed. 
And  ftrcw  with  dying  Tweets  their  native  bed.         290 
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E  R  Guilford  clafps  her,  beautiful  in  death. 
And  with  a  kifs  recalls  her  fleeting  breath. 
To  tapers  thus,  which  by  a  blaft  expire, 
A  lighted  taper,  touch'd,  rellores  the  fire  : 
She  rear'd  her  fwimming  eye,  and  faw  the  light,         5 
And  Guilford  too,  or  Ihe  had  loath'd  the  fight : 
HcT/ai/;er^s  death  fhe  bore,  defpis'd  her  own. 
But  now  (he  muft,  (he  will,  have  leave  to  groan  : 
Ah!   Guilford,  (he  began,  and  would  have  fpoke  ; 
But  fobs  rulh'd  in,  and  every  accent  broke  :  lo 

Reafon  itfelf,  as  gulls  of  palfion  blew, 
Was  ruffled  in  the  temped,  and  withdrew. 

So  the  youth  loll  his  ima^e  in  the  well. 
When  tears  upon  the  yielding  furface  fell : 
The  fcatter'd  features  Aid  into  decay,  1 5 

And  fpreading  circles  drove  his  face  away. 

To  touch  the  foft  a(Fc£lions,  and  controul 
The  pianly  temper  of  the  braved  foul, 

\^hat 
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What  with  afflifted  beauty  can  compare, 

And  drops  of  love  diftilling  from  the  fair  ?  20 

It  melts  us  down;  our  pains  delight  bellow; 

And  we  with  fondnefs  languifh  o'er  our  woe. 

This  Guilford  prov'd;  and,  with  excefs  of  pain. 
And  pleafure  too,  did  to  his  bofom  ftrain 
The  weeping  fair :  funk  deep  in  foft  defire,  25 

Indulg'd  his  love,  and  nursed  the  raging  fire: 
Then  tore  himfelf  away ;  and,  {landing  wide. 
As  fearing  a  relapfe  of  fondnefs,  cry'd. 
With  ill-di(fembled  grief;  "My  life,  forbear! 
'*  You  wound  your  Guilford  with  each  cruel  tear :  30 
*^  Did  you  not  chide  my  grief?  Reprefs  your  own; 
"  Nor  want  compaiTion  for  yourfelf  alone : 
"  Have  you  beheld,  how,  from  the  diftant  main, 
**  The  throngmg  waves  roll  on,  a  numerous  train, 
•*  And  foam,  and  bellow,  till  they  reach  the  Ihore;  35 
**  There  burfl  their  noify  pride,  and  are  no  more; 
•*  Thus  the  fucceflive  flows  of  human  race, 
*'  Chas'd  by  the  coming,  the  preceding  chafe ; 
**  They  found,  andfwell,  their  haughty  heads  they  rear; 
•*  Then  fall,  and  flatten,  break,  and  difappear.        40 
"  Life  is  a  forfeit  we  mud  (hortly  pay; 
**  And  where's  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  ? 
*'  Why  fliould  you  mourn  my  fate  ?  'Tis  moft  unkind  ; 
*'  Your  oijjn  you  bore  with  an  unfliaken  mind : 
*♦  And  which,  can  you  imagine,  was  the  dart  45 

"  That  drank  moft  blood,  funk  deepeft  in  my  heart  ? 
"  I  cannot  live  without  you;  and  my  doom 

"  I  meet  with  joy,  to  (hare  one  commoa  tomb.— 

«  And 
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"  And  are  again  your  tears  profufely  fpilt ! 

•*  Oh  I   then,  my  kindncfs  blackens  to  my  guilt;      50 

«*  It  foils  itfelf,  if  it  recall  your  pain; 

«*  Life  of  my  life,  I  beg  you  to  refrain  ! 

**  The  load  which  fate  impofes,  you  increafe; 

**  And  help  Maria  to  dellroy  my  peace". 

But,  oh!   againft  himfelf  his  labour  turn'd;  5^ 

The  more  He  comforted,  the  more  She  mourn*d: 
Companion  fwells  our  grief;  words  foft  and  kind 
But  footh  our  weaknefs,  and  difTolve  the  mird: 
Her  forrow  flow'd  in  ftreams;  nor  Her's  alone. 
While  That  he  blam*d,  he  yielded  to  his  own.  60 

Where  are  the  fmiles  fhe  wore,  when  fhe,  fo  late, 
Hail'd  him  great  partner  of  the  regal  ilate; 
When  orient  gems  around  her  temples  blaz'd. 
And  bending  nations  on  the  glory  gaz'd  ? 

'Tis  now  the  Queen's  command,  they  both  retreat,  65 
To  weep  with  dignity,  and  mourn  in  ftate: 
She  forms  the  decent  mifery  with  joy. 
And  loads  with  pomp  the  wretch  Ihe  would  deftroy. 
A  fpacious  hall  is  hung  with  black ;  all  light 
Shut  out,  and  noon-day  darken'd  into  night.  70 

From  the  mid-roof  a  lamp  depends  on  high. 
Like  a  dim  crefcent  in  a  clouded  iky: 
It  (beds  a  quivering  melancholy  gloom. 
Which  only  (hews  the  darknefs  of  the  room. 
A  fhining  ax  is  on  the  table  laid  ;  75 

A  dreadful  fight  !  and  glitters  through  the  (hade. 

In  this  fad  fcene  the  lovers  are  confin'd ; 
A  fcene  of  terrors,  to  a  guilty  mind  ! 

A  fcene, 
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A  fccne,  that  would  have  damp'd  with  rifmg  cares. 
And  quite  extinguifh'd,  every  love  but  theirs.  80 

What  can  they  do  ?  They  fix  their  mournful  eyes- 
Then  Guilford,  thus  abruptly;  ''  I  defpife 
*'  An  empire  loft ;  I  fling  away  the  crown ; 
*'  Numbers  have  laid  that  bright  delufion  down; 
*'  But  where's  the  Charles,  or  Dioclelian  where,       85 
"  Could  quit  the  blooming,  wedded,  weeping  fair  ? 
"  Oh !   to  dwell  ever  on  thy  lip  !  to  fland 
"  In  full  pofTefilon  of  thy  fnowy  hand  ! 
**  And,  through  th*  unclouded  cryltal  of  thine  eye, 
"  The  heavenly  treafures  of  the  mind  to  fpy  !  go 

"  Till  rapture  reafon  happily  deftroys, 
"  And  my  foul  wanders  through  immortal  joys  ! 
**  Give  me  the  world,  and  afk  me,  Where's  my  blifs  ? 
*'  I  clafp  thee  to  my  breaft,  and  anfwer.  This. 
**  And  fhall  the  grave" — He  groans,  and  can  no  more;  95 
But  all  her  charms  in  filence  traces  o'er; 
Her  lip,  her  cheek,  and  eye,  to  wonder  wrought; 
And,  wondering,  fees,  in  fad  pre/aging  thought. 
From  that  fair  neck,  that  world  of  beauty  fall. 
And  roll  along  the  dull,  a  ghaflly  ball !  loc 

Oh!  let  thofe  tremble ,  who  are  greatly  blefs'd! 
For  who,  but  Guilford,  could  be  thus  diftrefs'd? 
Come  hither,  all  you  Happy,  all  you  Great, 
From  flowery  meadows,  and  from  rooms  of  flate; 
Nor  think  I  call,  your  pleafures  to  deflroy,  105 

But  to  refine,  and  to  exalt  your  joy  : 
Weep  not ;  but,  fmiling,  fix  your  ardent  care 
On  nobler  titles  than  the  Brave  or  Fair. 

Was 
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Was  ever  fuch  a  mournfal,  moving,  fight  ? 
See,  if  you  can,  by  that  dull,  trembling,  light:     lio 
Now  they  embrace  ;  and,  mix'd  with  bitter  woe. 
Like  Ifis  and  her  Thames,  one  ftream  they  flow: 
Now  they  Itart  wide;  fix'd  in  benumbing  care. 
They  ftitfen  into  llatues  of  defpair  : 
Now,  tenderly  fevere,  and  fiercely  kind,  115 

They  rulh  at  once  ;  they  fling  their  cares  behind. 
And  clafp,  as  if  to  death;  new  vows  repeat; 
And,  quite  wrapp'd-up  in  love,  forget  their  fate. 
A  (hort  dclufion  !   for  the  raging  pain 
Returns;  and  their  poor  hearts  mull  bleed  again.    120 

Mean  time,  the  Queen  new  cruelty  decreed; 
But,  ill  content  that  they  fhould  only  bleed, 
A  prieft  is  fent ;  who,  with  infidious  art, 
Inftills  his  poifon  into  Suffolk's  heart; 
And  Guilford  drank  it :  Hanging  on  the  bread,     125 
He  from  his  childhood  was  with  Rome  pofl'eil. 
When  now  the  minifters  of  death  draw  nigh. 
And  in  her  deareil  lord  Ihe  firll  muft  die. 
The  fubtle  priell,  who  long  had  watch'd  to  find 
The  moll  unguarded  paifcs  of  her  mind,  1 30 

Befpoke  her  thus:  "  Grieve  not;  'tis  in  your  power 
**  Your  lord  to  rcfcue  from  this  fatal  hour.** 
Her  bofom  pants;  fhe  draws  her  breath  with  pain; 
A  fudden  horror  thrills  through  every  vein ; 
Life  feems  fufpended,  on  his  words  intent;  135 

And  her  foul  trembles  for  the  great  event. 

The  priell  proceeds:  *'  Embrace  the  faith  of  Rome, 
•*  And  ward  your  own,  your  lord's,  and  father's  doom." 

Ye 
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Ye  bleiTed  fpirits  !  now  your  charge  fuftain; 

The  paft  was  cafe  ;  nowyfr/?  fhe  fufFers  pain.  140 

Muft  llie  pronounce  her  father's  death  ?  muft  fhe 

Bid  Guilford  bleed  ? — It  muft  not,  cannot,  be. 

It  cannot  be  !   But  'tis  the  Chriftian's  praife, 

Above  impofiibilities  to  raife 

The  weaknefs  of  our  nature  ;  and  deride  l^r 

Of  vain  philofophy  the  boalted  pride. 

What  though  our  feeble  finews  fcarce  impart 

A  moment's  fwiftnefs  to  the  feather'd  dart; 

Though  tainted  air  our  vigorous  youth  can  break. 

And  a  chill  blaft  the  hardy  tvarrior  fhake,  iro 

Yet  are  we  llrong :  Hear  the  loud  tempeft  roar 

From  eaft  to  weft,  and  call  us  weak  no  more ; 

The  lightning's  unrefifted  force  proclaims 

Our  might;  and  thunders  raife  our  humble  names; 

'Tis  our  Jehovah  fills  the  heavens ;  as  long  i  rr 

As  He  {hall  reign  Almighty,  We  are  ftrong  : 

We,  by  devotion,  borro<vj  from  his  throne  ; 

And  almoft  make  Omnipotence  our  own  : 

We  force  the  gates  of  heaven,  by  fervent  prayer ; 

And  call  forth  triumph  out  of  man^s  defpair,  1 60 

Our  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifts  her  eyes 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  filence,  to  the  fkies. 
Devoutly  fad — Then,  brightening,  like  the  day. 
When  fudden  winds  fweep  fcatter'd  clouds  away. 
Shining  in  majefly,  till  now  unknown;  165 

And  breathing  life  and  fpirit  fcarce  her  own  ; 

She,  rifing,  fpeaks:  "  If  thefe  the  terms " 

Here, 
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Here,  Guilford,  cruel  Guilford,  (barbarous  man  ! 
Is  this  thy  lover)  as  fwift  as  lightning  ran; 
O'erwhelm'd  her  with  tempeftuous  forrow  fraught,  170 
And  ilifled,  in  its  birth,  the  mighty  thought ; 
Then  burfting  frefh  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
Fierce,  refolute,  delirious  with  his  fears; 
His  fears  for  her  alone :  he  beat  his  breafJ, 
And  thus  the  fervour  of  his  foul  expreft:  175 

**  Oh !  let  thy  thought  o'er  our  part  converfc  rove, 
«'  And  fhew  one  moment  uninflamM  with  love  ! 
**  Oh  !   if  thy  kindnefs  can  no  longer  laft, 
"In  pity  to  thyfelf,  forget  the  paft  ! 
*'  Elfe  wilt  thou  never,  void  of  fhame  and  fear,       180 
**  Pronounce  his  doom,  whom  thou  haft  held  fo  dear: 
«*  Thou  who  haft  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  fwore 
"  Empires  were  vile,  and  Fate  could  give  no  more; 
"  That  to  continue.,  was  its  utmoft  power, 
**  And  make  the  future  like  the  prefent  hour.  185 

"  Now  call  a  ruffian;  bid  his  cruel  fword 
•*  Lay  wide  the  bofom  of  thy  worthlefs  lord  ; 
**  Transfix  his  heart  (fmce  you  its  love  difclaim), 
•*  And  ftain  his  honour  \\ith  a  Traitor'' s  name. 
"  Thii  might  perhaps  be  borne  without  remorfe;     190 
**  But  fure  aifather^s  pangs  will  have  their  force  ! 
«*  Shall  his  good  age,  fo  near  its  journey's  end, 
*'  Through  cruel  torment  to  the  grave  defccnd  ? 
"  His  fhallow  blood  all  iflue  at  a  wound, 
'*  Wafti  a  ftave's  feet,  andfmoak  upon  the  ground?  195 
*'  But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  fevere ; 
"  Then  take  your  vengeance" — Suffolk  now  drew  ner.r; 

Bending 
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Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care  ; 

His  robes  negledled,  and  his  head  was  bare ; 

Decrepit  winter,  in  the  yearly  ring,  200 

Thus  flowly  creeps,  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring: 

Downward  he  caft  a  melancholy  look ; 

Thrice  turn'd,  to  hide  his  grief;  than  faintly  fpoke, 

"  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forward  in  decay, 

"  That  ax  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day ;  20; 

**  For  thee,  my  foul's  defire  !  I  can't  refrain; 
And  Ihall  my  tears,  my  la/}  tears,  flow  in  vain  r 
When  you  fhall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 
**  My  heart's  diftrefs  no  longer  will  you  blame." 

At  this,  afar  his  burlling  groans  were  heard;         210 
The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  filver  beard : 
He  fnatch'd  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  he  preft. 

And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft ; 

Then,  fmking,  call'd  her  piety  unjull. 

And  foil'd  his  hoary  temples  in  the  dull.  21  r 

Hard-hearted  men  !  will  you  no  mercy  know  ? 
Has  the  Queen  brib'd  you  to  diftrefs  her  foe  ? 
O  weak  deferters  to  misfortune's  part. 
By  falfe  aff^sdion  thus  to  pierce  her  heart  ! 
When  the  had  foar'd,  to  let  your  arrows  fly,  2.20 

And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  middle  fky ! 
And  can  her  virtue,  fpringing  from  the  ground. 
Her  flight  recover,  and  difdain  the  wound. 
When  cleaving  love,  ^nd  human  interefl,  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  afpiring  mind;  22; 

As  round  the  generous  eagle,  which  in  vain 
Exerts  her  ftrength,  the  ferpent  wreaths  his  train, 
VoL.LX.  F  H^r 
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Her  ftrugg-ing  wings  entangles,  curling  plies 
!His  poifonous  tail,  and  ftings  her  as  flie  flies  ! 

While  yet  the  blow's  firfl  dreadful  weight  (he  feels,  130 
And  with  its  force  her  refolution  reels  ; 
Large  doors,  unfolding  with  a  mournful  found. 
To  view  difcover,  weltering  on  the  ground. 
Three  headlefs  trunks,  of  thofe  whofe  arms  maintain'd, 
And  in  her  wars  immortal  glory  gain'd;  235 

The  lifted  ax  alfur'd  her  ready  doom, 
And  filent  mourners  fadden'd  all  the  room. 
Shall  1  proceed;  or  here  break  off  my  tale  ? 
Nor  truths,  fo  Ibgger  human  faith,  reveal. 

She  met  tliis  utifioft  malice  of  her  fate  240 

With  Chriitian  dignity,  and  pious  (late  : 
The  beating  llorm's  propitious  rage  Ihe  blefl. 
And  all  the  marijr  triumph'd  in  her  bread  : 
Her  /cr</  zndJ'atKier,  for  a  moment's  fpace. 
She  ftriclly  folded  in  her  foft  embrace  !  245 

Then  thus  Ihe  (poke,  while  angels  heard  on  high. 
And  fudden  gladnefs  fmil'd  along  the  fky: 

"  Your  over-fondnefb  has  not  mov'd  my  hate  ; 
«•  I  am  well  pleas'd  you  make  my  death  (6  great ; 
**  I  joy  I  cannot  fave  you;  and  have  given  250 

•«  Two  lives,  much  dearer  than  my  own  to  heaven, 
«*  If  fo  the  Queen  decrees  *  : — But  I  have  caufe 
**  To  hope  my  blood  will  fatisfy  the  laws  ; 
"  And  there  is  mercy  ftill,  for  you,  in  (lore: 
•*  With  me  the  bittcrnefs  of  death  is  o'er.  255 

•  Here  (he  embraces  them. 

"He 
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«  He  (hot  his  fting  in  that  farewel -embrace; 

«  And  all,  that  is  to  come,  is  joy  and  peace. 

<*  Then  let  miftaken  forrow  be  fuppreft, 

*'  Nor  feem  to  envy  my  approaching  reft." 

Then,  turning  to  the  minifters  of  fate,  260 

She,  fmiling,  fays,  "My  vidory*s  complete  : 

«'  And  tell  your  Queen,  I  thank  her  for  the  blow, 

"  And  grieve  my  gratitude  I  cannot  fhow  : 

"  A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown, 

"  For  everlalling  pleafure,  and  renown  :  265 

**  Her  guilt  alone  allays  this  happy  hour  ; 

**  Her  guilt— the  only  vengeance  in  her  power.** 

Not  Rome,  untouch'd  with  forrow,  heard  her  fate  ; 
And  fierce  Maria  pity'd  her  too  late. 


F2  LOVE 


LOVE      OF      FAME, 


THE 


UNIVERSAL  PASSION. 


X     N 


SEVEN  CHARACTERISTICAL  SATIRES. 


**  — —  Fulgcnte  trahit  conftrlcftos  gloria  cwrru 
•*  Non  minu*  ignotos  gcncroGs," 


HOR 


F  3 


[    71     I 


PREFACE. 


'npHESE  Satires  have  been  favourably  received 
at  home  and  abroad.  I  am  not  confcious  of  the 
fcaft  malevolence  to  any  particular  perfon  through  all 
the  charaders ;  though  fome  perfons  may  be  i'o  felfifh 
as  to  engrofs  a  general  application  to  themfelves.  A 
writer  in  polite  letters  Ihould  be  content  vwth  reputa- 
tion ;  the  private  amufement  he  finds  in  his  compofi- 
tions;  the  good  influence  they  have  on  his  feverer  flu- 
dies;  that  admiffiop.  they  give  him  to  his  fuperiors  ;; 
and  the  polTible  good  effect  they  may  have  on  the  pub- 
lic ;  or  tKe  he  fhould  join  to  his  politenefs  fome  more 
lucrative  qualificition. 

But  it  is  poflible,  that  Satire  may  not  do  much  good;- 
men  may  rife  in  their  afre(5lions  to  their  follies,  as  they 
do  to  their  friends,  when  they  are  abufed  by  others :  It: 
is  much  to  he  fearedy   that  mifconducl  will  never  be 
chafed  out  of  the  world  by  Satire;  all  therefore  that  is 
to  be  faid  for  it,  is,  that  mifcondud  will  certainly  be 
never  chafed  out  of  the  world  by  Satire,  if  no  Satiresj 
are  written :  nor  is  that  term  unapplicable  to  graver 
compofitions.     Ethics,  Heathen  and  Chriftian,  and  the 
Scriptures  themfelves,  are,  in  a  great  meafure,  a  Satire 
on  the  weaknefs  and  iniquity  of  men  ;  and  fome  part 
•f  that  Satire  is  in  verfe  too :  nay,  in  the  firft  Ages, 

F  4  Philofophy 
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Philofophy  and  Poetry  were  the  fame  thing  ;  wifdom 
wore  no  other  drefs  :  (o  tliat,  1  hope,  thefe  Satires  will 
be  the  more  eafily  pardoned  that  misfortune  by  the  fe- 
vere.  It'  they  like  not  the  fafhion,  let  them  take  them 
by  the  weight  ;  for  fome  weight  they  have,  or  the  au- 
thop  has  failed  in  his  aim.  Nay,  Hiftorians  themfelves 
may  be  confidered  as  Satiriih,  and  Satirifts  moftfevere; 
iince  fuch  are  mofl  human  actions,  that  to  relate  is  to 
expofe  them. 

No  man  can  converfe  much  in  the  world,  bat,  at 
what  he  meets  with,  he  muft  cither  be  infenfible,  or 
grieve,  or  be  angry,  or  fmile.   Some  paflion  (if  we  are 
not  impaHive)  muft  be  moved;  for  the  general  condudl 
of  mankind  is  by  no  means  a  thing  ittdijj'er£}jt  to  a  rea- 
fbnable  and  virtuous  man.     Now  to  fmile  at  it,  and 
turn  it  into  ridicule,  1  think  moll  eligible  ;  as  it  hurts 
ourfelves  Icafl,  and  gives  vice  and  folly  the  greateit  of- 
fence :  and  that  for  this  reafon  ;  bccaufc    what    men 
aim   at   by  them,   is,  generally,    public    opinion    and 
elleem  ;   which   truth  is  the  fubject  of  the  following 
Satires  ;  and  joins  them  together,  as  feveral  branches 
from  the  fame  root  ;  an  unity  of  defign,  which  has 
not,   I    think,  in  a   fct    of   Satires,  been  attempted 
before. 

Laughing  at  the  mifconduft  of  the  world,  will,  in  a 
great  meafure,  cafe  us  of  any  more  difagrecable  paffion 
about  it.  One  pafhon  is  more  effedually  driven  out 
by  another,  than  by  reafon ;  whatever  fome  may  teach: 
t  or  to  realo.i  we  owe  cur  paffons  '  had  wc  not  reafon, 
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we  fhould  not  be  offended  at  what  we  find  amifs :  and 
the  Caufe  feems   not  to  be  the  natural  cure  of  any 

Moreover,  Laughing  Satire  bids  the  fairefl  for  fuc- 
cefs:  the  world  is   too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a  ferious 
tutor;  and  when  an  Author  is  in  a  paffion,  the  laugh, 
generally,  as  in  converfation,  turns  againll  him.  This 
kind  of  Satire  only  has  any  delicacy   in  it.     Of  this 
delicacy  Horace  is  the  beil  mailer  :  he  appears  in  good 
humour  while  he  cenfuresj  and  therefore  his  cenfure 
has  the  more  weight,    as   fuppofed   to  proceed  from 
judgment,   not  from  pafTion.     Juvenal   is   ever  in  a 
palTion:  He  has  little  valuable  but  his  eloquence  and 
morality  :  The  lall  of  which  I  have  had  in  my  eye, 
but  rather  for  emulation  than  imitation,  through  my 
whole  work. 

But  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal,  in 
part  of  the  fixth  Satire  (where  the  occafion  mofl  requir- 
ed it),  I  endeavoured  to  touch  on  his  manner;  but  was 
forced  to  quit  it  foon,  as  difagreeable  to  the  writer,  and 
reader  too.  Boileau  has  joined  both  the  Roman  Satiriiis 
with  great  fuccefs;  but  has  too  much  of  Juvenal  in  his 
very  ferious  Satire  on  Woman,  which  fhould  have  been 
the  gayeil  of  all.  An  excellent  critic  of  our  own  com- 
mends Boileau's  clofenefs,  or,  as  he  calls  it,  prejjhe/s^ 
particularly;  whereas,  it  appears  to  me,  that  repetition 
is  his  fault,  if  any  fault  Ihould  be  imputed  to  him. 

There  are  fome  profe  Satiriils  of  the  greateft  delicacy 
and  wit ;  the  la.\  of  which  can  never,  or  ihould  never, 

fucceed 
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{uccccd  without  the  former.  An  Author  wfthout  Tt^ 
betrays  too  great  a  contempt  for  mankind,  and  oj)inion 
of  himfelf  i  which  are  bad  advocates  for  reputation  and 
fuccefs.  What  a  difference  is  there  between  the  merits 
if  not  the  w/V,  of  Cervantes  and  Rabelais  !  The  laft  hai 
a  particular  art  of  throwing  a  great  deal  of  genius  and 
learning  into  frolic  and  jcft;  but  the  genius  and  the 
fcholar  is  all  you  can  admire ;  you  want  the  gentleman 
to  converfe  with  in  him :  he  is  like  a  criminal  who  re- 
ceives his  life  for  fome  fervices;  you  commend,  but  you 
pardon  too.  Indecency  offends  our  pride,  as  men; 
2nd  our  unafFe6\ed  tafte,  as  judges  of  compofition : 
Nature  has  wifely  formed  us  with  an  averfion  to  it; 
and  he  that  fucceeds  in  fpight  of  it  is,  •  "  aliena  venia, 
*«  quam  fua  providentia  tutior." 

Such  wits,  like  falfe  oracles  of  old  (which  were  wits 
and  cheats),  fhould  fet  up  for  reputation  among  the 
nueaky  in  fome  Bacotia,  which  was  the  land  of  oracles; 
for  the  ivij'e  will  hold  them  in  contempt.  Some  wits 
too,  like  oracles,  deal  in  ambiguities  ^  but  not  with 
equal  fjccefs :  for  though  ambiguities  are  the  firjt  ex- 
cellence of  an  impoftor,  they  are  the  laj}  of  a  wit. 

Some  farlrical  wits  and  humouriUs,  like  their  father 
Lucian,  laugh  at  every  thing  indifcriminately ;  which 
betrays  (iich  a  poverty  of  wit,  as  cannot  afford  to  part 
with  any  thing;  zzid.  fuch  a  want  of  virtue,  as  to  poft- 
pone  it  to  a  jeft.  Such  writers  encourage  vice  and  folly, 
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which  they  pretend  to  combat,  by  fetting  them  on  an 
equal  foot  with  better  things :  and  while  they  labour 
to  bring  every  thing  into  contempt,  how  can  they  ex- 
pe£l  their  own  parts  ihould  efcape  ?  Some  French  wri- 
ters particularly,  are  guilty  of  this  in  matters  of  the 
laft  confequence;  and  fome  of  our  own.  They  that 
are  for  lefTening  the  true  dignity  of  mankind,  are  not 
fure  of  being  fuccefsful,  but  with  regard  to  cm  indivi^ 
dual  in  it.  It  is  this  condud  that  juftly  makes  a  Wit 
a  term  of  reproach. 

Which  puts  me  in  mind  of  Plato*6  fable  of  the  birth 
of  Love :  one  of  the  prettiell  fables  of  all  antiquity ; 
which  will  hold  likewife  with  regard  to  modem  Poetry. 
Love,  fays  he,  is  the  fon.  of  the  goddefs  Poverty,  and 
the  god  of  Riches :  he  has  from  his  father  his  daring 
genius ;  his  elevation  of  thought ;  his  building  calUes 
in  the  air;  his  prodigality;  his  neglecl  of  things  feri- 
ous  and  ufeful ;  his  vain  opinion  of  his  own  merit ; 
and  his  affedation  of  preference  and  diftinclion :  from 
his  mother  he  inherits  his  indigence,  which  makes  him  a 
conllant  beggar  of  favours;  that  importunity  with 
which  he  begs ;  his  flattery;  his  fervility;  his  fear  of. 
being  defpifed,  which  is  infeparable  from  him.  Thi* 
addition  may  be  made;  i/va:.  That  Poetry,  like  Love, 
is  a  little  fubje£t  to  hlindnep,  which  makes  her  miitake 
her  way  to  preferments  and  honours ;  that  fhe  has  her 
fatirical  qui-cer ;  and,  lalUy,  that  fhe  retains  a  dutiful 
admiration  of  her  father^ s  family;  but  divides  her 
favours,  and  generally  lives  with  her  mother^  rela- 
tions. 

However, 
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However,  this  is  not  necej/tty^  but  choice:  were 
Wifdom  her  governefs,  ihe  might  have  much  more  of 
the  father  than  the  mother;  efpecially  in  fuch  an  age 
as  this,  which  fliews  a  due  pafllon  for  her  charms. 


SATIRE 


r  77  1 

SATIRE      I. 

T  O 

HIS  GRACE  THE   DUKE   OF   DORSET. 

"  ' Tanto  major  Famae  fitis  ell,  quam 

"  Virtutis."  Juv.  Sat.  x. 

XyiY  verfe  is  Satire;  Dorfet,  lend  your  ear. 

And  patronize  a  Mufe  you  cannoty>^r. 
To  poets  facred  is  a  Dorfet's  name : 
Their  wonted  pafTport  through  the  gates  of  fame ; 
It  6n6es  the  partial  reader  into  praife,  r 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  fhelter'd  lays : 
The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  faults  can  fee. 
And  gives  applaufe  to  Blackmore,  or  to  me. 
But  you  decline  the  mijire/s  we  purfue; 
Others  are  fond  of  Fame,  but  Fame  of  you.  lo 

Inftrudlive  Satire,  true  to  virtue's  caufe  ! 
Thou  {hming /upplement  of  public  /aivs  ! 
'VJh^n  fatter^  d  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  fdence,  and  demand  our  rage  ; 
"V/Yi^n  purchased  follies  y  from  each  diftant  land,  i^ 

Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  fkilful  hand; 
When  the  Lanv  fhews  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite. 
And  South-fea  treafures  are  not  brought  to  light; 
When  Churchmen  Scripture  for  the  Claifics  quit. 
Polite  apoftates  from  God's  grace  to  Wit;  20 

When  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  /pent j 
And  fly  from  bailiffs  into  parliament ; 

When 
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When  dying  finncrs,  to  blot  out  their  fcorc. 
Bequeath  the  church  the  leavings  of  a  ivhore; 
To  chafe  our  fpleen,  when  themes  like  thefe  incrcafc,  25 
Shall  Panegyriclc  reign,  and  Cenfurc  ccafe? 

Shall  Poefy,  like  Law,  turn  wrong  to  right. 
And  dedications  wa(h  an  ^thiop  white. 
Set  up  each  fenfelefs  wretch  for  nature*s  boaft. 
On  whom  praife  lliines,  as  trophies  on  a  poji  ?  ^o 

Shall  funeral  eloquence  her  colours  fpread. 
And  fcatter  rofes  on  the  wealthy  dead  ? 
.  Shall  authors  fmilc  on  fuch  illullrious  days, 
Kvi^/atiri/e  with  nothing — but  xhcxr  praife? 

Why  (lumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  tuneful  train,  35 
Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  complain? 
Donne,  Dorfet,  Dryden,  Pochefter,  are  dead. 
And  guilt's  chief  foe,  in  Addifon,  is  fled; 
'tCongreve,  who,  crown'd  with  laurels,  fairly  won. 
Sits  fmiling  at  the  goal,  while  others  run,  40 

He  will  not  write;  and  (more  provoking  ftill!) 
Ye  gods !   he  will  not  write,  and  Masvius  will. 

Doubly  dillreft,  what  author  fliall  we  find, 
Difcreetly  daring,  and  feverely  kind. 
The  courtly  •  Roman's  fhining  path  to  tread,  45 

And  (harplyyS«/A^  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 
Will  no  fuperior  genius  fnatch  the  quill. 
And  fave  me,  on  the  brink,  from  writing  ill  ? 
Though  vain  the  ftrife,  I'll  drive  my  voice  to  raife. 
Wliat  will  not  men  attempt  iox /acred praife?  50 

•  Horace. 

The 
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The  Love  of  Praifey  howe'er  conceal'd  by  art, 
iReigns,  more  or  lefs,  and  glows,  in  every  heart: 
lihe  proud i  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure; 
The  mode/}  fliun  it,  but  to  make  it  fure. 
O'er  globes,  and  fceptres,  now  on  thrones  it  fwells;  55 
Now,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells : 
'Tis  Tory,  Whig;  it  plots,  prays,  preaches,  pleads. 
Harangues  in  Senates,  fqueaks  in  Mafquerades. 
Here,  to  Steele's  humour  makes  a  bold  pretence; 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney's  eloquence,  6c 

Jt  aids  the  dancer'' s  heel,  the  'writer'* s  head. 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountains  of  the  dead; 
Nor  ends  with  life\  but  nods  in  {^kA^  plume Sy 
Adorns  our  hearfe,  and  flatters  on  our  tombs. 

What  is  not  proud?  The  pimp  is  proud  to  fee        65 
So  many  like  himfelf  in  high  degree : 
The  ijuhore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  peevifh  virtue  and  the  marriage-bed ; 
And  the  brib'd  cuckold^  like  crown'd  victims  bom 
To  flaughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn.  70 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent. 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  they  went : 
One  way  they  looky  another  way  theyy?^^r. 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear; 
And  when  their  fms  they  fet  fmcerely  down,  7c 

They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  with  wifhful  eyes  on  glory  look. 
When  they  have  got  their  picture  towards  a  bcx)k  : 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  fign, 
Meant  to  betray  dull  fots  to  wretched  wine.  ^o 

If 
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If  at  his  title  T had  drop'd  his  quill, 

T— —  might  have  pafs'd  for  a  great  genius  dill. 

But  T alas!    (excufe  him,  if  you  can) 

Is  now  2i/cribbler^  who  was  once  a  man. 

imperious  fome  a  c\2iff\zfame  demand,  85 

For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 

A  waggon-load  of  meanings  for  one  word. 

While  A's  depoidy  and  B  with  pomp  reJior'*d, 

Some,  for  renonvny  on  fcraps  of  learning  doat. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote,  ^9 

To  patch-work  learn'd  quotations  are  ally'd; 
Both  ftrive  to  make  our  ponjerty  our  pride^ 

On  glafs  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer  ! 
Did  ever  diamond  coft  a  man  fo  dear  ? 

Polite  difeafes  make  fome  ideots  'vain;  93 

Which,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 

Of  folly,  vice,  difeafe,  men  proud  we  fee; 
And  (ftranger  ftill!)  of  blockheads'  flattery; 
Whofe  praifc  defames;  as  if  a  fool  Ihould  mean. 
By  fpitt'.ng  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean.  100 

Nor  is  't  enough  all  hearts  are  fwoln  with  pride^ 
Her  po^er  is  mighty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
What  can  (he  not  perform  ?  The  Love  of  Fame 
Made  bold  Alphonfus  his  Creator  blame: 
Empedocles  hurl'd  down  the  burning  flecp:  105 

And  (ftrongcr  ftill!)  made  Alexander  weep. 
Nay,  it  holds  Delia  from  a  fecond  bed. 
Though  her  lov'd  lord  has  four  half-months  been  dead. 

This  paflion  with  a  pimple  have  I  fecn 
Retard  a  caufc,  and  give  a  judge  the  fpleen,  1 10 

By 
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By  this  infpir'd  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot!) 

Some  lords  have  learn'd  to /pe/I,  and  fome  to  ^nof-^ 

It  makes  Globofe  a  fpeaker  in  the  houfe ; 

He  hems,  and  is  deliver'd  of  his  moufe. 

It  makes  dear Jelf  oxi  well-bred  tongues  prevail,      1 15 

And  /  the  little  hero  of  each  tale. 

Sick  with  the  Lo'-ve  of  Famey  what  throngs  pour  in. 

Unpeople  court y  and  leave  ^tfenate  thin  ? 

My  growing  rubje(ft  feems  but  juft  begun. 

And,  chariot-like,  I  kindle  as  1  run.  1 20 

Aid  me,  great  Homer  !  with  thy  epic  rules. 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  Britifh  fools. 
Satire  1  had  I  thy  Dorfet's  force  divine, 
A  knave  cr  fool  fhould  perifh  in  each  line ; 
Though  for  the  firil  all  Weftminfter  fhould  plead,  125 
And  for  the  lail  all  GrelTiam  intercede. 

Begin.     V/ho  firil  the  catalogue  fhall  grace  ? 
To  quality  belongs  the  higheft  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward;  forward  let  him  come! 
Ye  vulgar!   at  your  peril,  give  him  room :  130 

He  ftands  {ox  fame  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 
By  heraldry,  prov'd  njaliajit  or  difcreet. 
With  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  dcfcents  lefs  wife  ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noMe  hands  you  crave,  135 

You  bid  him  raife  his  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  fhould  pref's  forward  in  fame's  glorious  chace  ; 
Nobles  look  hackix-ard,  and  fo  lofe  the  race. 

Let  high  birth  triumph  !  What  can  be  more  great  ? 
Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  eflate.  140 

Vol.  LX.  G  Tq 
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To  virtue's  humbled  Ton  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  dctccndcd  from  the  Conqueror. 
Shall  men,  like  Ji^urfjt  pafs  for  high,  or  bafc. 
Slight,  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 
Titles  are  marks  of  /joncji  men,  and  'uiiji\  145 

The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  /yes. 
They  that  on  glorious  anccflors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  i/eStf  inftead  of  their  difcharge, 
Dorfet,  let  thofe  who  proudly  boaft  their  line, 

Like  thee,  in  worth  hereditary,  fhine.  150 

Vain  as  falfe  greatncfs  is,  the  Mufe  muft  own 

We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Briilol  llone. 

Mean  fons  of  earth,  who,  on  a  South-fea  tide 

Of  full  fuccefs,  fwam  into  ixjealth  and  pride. 

Knock  with  a  purfe  of  gold  at  Anrtis'  gate,  155 

And  beg  to  be  delccndcd  from  the  great. 
When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  foar. 

They  light  a  torch  to  fhew  their  (hame  the  more. 

Thofe  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  canje! 

And  a  rich  knave's  a  lib  el  on  our  laivs,  160 

Belus  with  folid  glory  will  be  crown'd  ; 

He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  found; 

But  builAs  himfelf  a  name;  and,  to  be  great. 

Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immenfe  eftate  I 

In  coll  and  grandeur,  Chandos  he'll  out-do;  165 

And,  Burlington,  thy  tafte  is  not  fo  true. 

The  pile  is  finifli'd;  every  toil  is  paft ; 

And  full  perfecftion  is  arriv'd  at  laft  ; 

When,  lo !  my  lord  to  fome  fmall  corner  runs. 

And  leaves  ftatc- rooms  lo /I  rangers  and  to  duns. 
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The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay. 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  feat. 
But  a  difchargein  full  for  an  cftate? 

In  fmaller  compais  lies  Pygmalion's  fame;  175 

Not  domes,  but  antique  ftatues,  are  his  flame  : 
Not  Fountaine*s  felf  more  Parian  charms  has  known; 
Nor  is  ^ood  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  flonc. 
The  bailiffs  come  (rude  men  prophanely  bold  1 ) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold.  1 80; 

**  No,  firs,  he  cries ;  I'll  fooner  rot  in  jail : 
"  Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  for  Englifh  bail?" 
Such  heads  might  make  their. very  huJlo\i  laugh: 
Plis  daughter  llarves;  but  *  Cleopatra's  fafe- 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  Jarge  eilate,  .1S5 

May  fpill  their  treafure  in  a  nice  conceit: 
The  rich  may  be  polite ;  but,  oh  1   *tis  fad 
To  fav  vou're  curious^  when  we  fv^'ear  you're  mad.    • 
By  your  revenue  mealiire  your  expence; 
And  to  \o'dr  funds  and  acres  join  yoMifenfe,  150 

No  man  is  blefs'd  by  accident  ov guefs ; 
True  •-a.'i/dom  is  the  price  of  happinefs : 
Yet  few  without  long  difcipline  are  fage; 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  fighs  for  age. 
Jjut  how,  my  Mufe,  canft  thou  refill  fo  long  195 

The  bright  temptation  of  the  Courtly  throng. 
Thy  molt  inviting  theme  ?  The  court  affords 
Much  food  for  fatire; — it  abounds  in  lords. 

*   A  famous  ftatue. 
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*•  \\'hat  lords  are  thofe  diluting  with  a  grin?** 

One  is  juft  outy  and  one  as  lately  in.  2CO 

"  How  comes  it  tlicn  to  pafs  we  fee  prefidc 

*'  On  both  their  brows  an  equal  fhare  q^ pride  V^ 

Pride,  that  impartial  paflion,  reigns  through  all, 

Atte.'.ds  our  glory,  nor  defcrts  our  fall. 

-As  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  high  place,  205 

And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  difgrace. 

Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  fo  white. 

Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravifh'd  fight: 

Some  lords  it  bids  rcjign\  and  turns  their  wands. 

Like  Mofes',  into  ferpents  in  their  hands.  210 

Thefe  fmk,  as  divers,  for  renown ;  and  boaft, 

With  pride  in'vertedy  of  their  honours  loft. 

But  againft  reafon  fure  'tis  equal  fm. 

The  boaft  of  merely  being  outy  or  /;;. 

What  numbers  here,  through  odd  ambition,  ftrive  215 
To  feem  the  moft  tranfported  things  alive  ? 
As  if  by^c)',  defert  was  underftood: 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  acv/I-  and  good. 
Hence  aching  bofoms  wear  a  vifage  gay. 
And  ftifled  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play.  220 

Completely  drelt  by  *  Monteuil  and  grimace. 
They  take  their  birth-day  fuit  and  public  face : 
Their  fmiles  are  only  part  of  what  they  nuear. 

Put  off  at  night,  with  Lady  B 's  hair. 

What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  fo  bad  ?  225 

With  anxious  care  they  labour  to  be  glad. 


•  A  famous  taylor. 
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What  numbers,  ha-ey  would  into  fame  advance, 
Confcious  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb's  dance  i 
The  tavern !  park  !  aflembly  !  mafk  !   and  play  1 
Thofe  dear  deilroyers  of  the  tedious  day  !  230 

That  wheel  of  fops !   that  faunter  of  the  town  I 
Call  it  di-verfiGTiy  and  the  pill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fools,  and,  _/?o/V-Iike  fupport. 
Without  one  fjgh,  the  plcafures  of  a  court. 
Courts  can  give  nothing,  to  the  'ivife  and  gcod^        235 
But  fcorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  folitude. 
High  ftations /;//;:///?,  but  not  ^///},  create: 
None  think  the  Great  unhappy,  but  the  Great ; 
Fools  gaze,  and  envy;  envy  darts  a  fling. 
Which  makes  a  fwain  as  wretched  as  a  king,  240 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  fhow ; 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  Gods !   with  mind  ferene. 
And  guiltlefs  heart,  to  range  the  fylvan  fcene  ; 
No  fplendid  poverty,  no  fmiling  care,  245 

No  well-bred  hate,  or  ferviie  grandeur,  there: 
There  pleafmg  objeds  ufeful  thoughts  fuggeft; 
Theyf«/f  is  ravilhM,  and  theyci// is.bleft; 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wifdom  grows  j 
In  every  rill  a  fwcet  initrU'fHon  flows.  250 

But  fome,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whifpering  rill. 
In  fpite  of  facred  leifure,  blockheads  ftill: 
Nor  ihoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  foil,  the  drai-vin^-rcom. 

The  Squire  is  proud  X.Q  fee  his  courfcrs  iirpjrr,        255 
Or  well-breath'd  beagles  fweep  along  the  plain. 

G  ^  Say, 


86  YOUNG'S     POEMS. 

Say»  dear  Hippolytus  (vvhofe  drink  is  ale, 

Whofe  erudition  is  a  Chrirtmas-talc, 

Whofe  millrefs  is  faluted  with  a  fmack. 

And  friend  receivM  with  thumps  upon  the  back)     260 

When  thy  fleck  gelding  nimbly  leaps  the  mound. 

And  Ringwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground. 

Is  that  thy  praife  t  Let  Ringwood's  fame  alone; 

Juil  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own; 

Nor  envies,  when  a  gypfy  jo«  commit,  265 

And  fliake  the  clumfy  bench  with  country  wit ; 

When  you  the  dulleft  of  dull  things  have  faid. 

And  then  afk  pardon  for  \\\z  jeft  you  made. 

Here  breathe,  my  Mufe  1  and  then  thy  tafk  renew ; 
Ten  thoufand  fools  unfung  are  ftill  in  view.  270 

Fewer  lay-atheifls  made  by  church  debates; 
Fewer  great  beggars  fam'd  for  large  eftates; 
Ladies,  whofe  love  is  conftant  as  the  wind; 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  guinea  to  m.ankind ; 
Fewer  grave  lords  to  Scrope  difcrcetly  bend;  275 

And  {t:\wQT  pocks  a  llatefmian  gives  Mis  friend. 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein. 
Who  lulls  the  town  in  auJnur  with  his  ftrain. 
At  Bath,  in /ummer,  chants  the  reigning  lafs. 
And  fwcetly  njohjHes  as  the  njnatcrs  pafs  :  280 

lb  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  o'er  her  cup, 
'J  hat  runs  for  ages  without  v.  inding-up  ? 
Is  there,  whom  his  tenth  Epic  mounts  to  fame  ? 
Such,  and  fuch  only,  might  exhaull  my  theme: 
Nor  would  thcfe  heroes  of  the  ta(k  be  glad,  285 

For  who  can  '■jurite  fo  fait  as  men  run  madF 
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"\  yi  Y  MiiCzy  proceed,  and  reach  they  deflin'd  endj 

•*■■'•   Though  toils  and  danger  the  bold  tafk  attend. 

Heroes  and  Goiis  make  other  poems  fine ; 

Plain  Satire  calls  ior  fen/e  in  every  line  : 

Then,  to  what  iVvarms  thy  faults  1  dare  expofe  1       '  5 

All  friends  to  "vice  a.nd/oIIj;  are  thy  foes. 

Whenya<:^  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage ; 

' Tis  moft  ill-nature  to  reprefs  thy  rage : 

And  if  thefe  ilrains  fbme  nobler  Mufe  excite, 

I'll  glory  in  the  verfe  I  did  not  write.  io 

So  weak  are  human-kind  by  nature  made. 
Or  to  fuch  weaknefb  by  their  vice  betray 'd. 

Almighty  ^a»ity  !  to  thee  they  owe 

Their  zeji  of  pleafure,  and  their  balm  of  woe. 

Thou,  like  the  {^Tiy  all  colours  doll  contain,  1 5 

Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain. 

p'or  every  foul  finds  reafons  to  be  proud. 

Though  hifs'd  and  hooted  l>y  the  pointing  crowd. 
Warm  in  purfuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 

*  Hippolytus  demands  t\iQjylvan  crown;  20 

But  Florio's  fame,  the  product  of  a  fhower,. 

Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illuflrious  flov/er  ! 

Why  teems  the  earth  ?  Why  melt  the  vernal  Ikies  ? 

Why  fliines  the  fun  I  To  make  \  Paul  Diack  rife. 

*  Tills  refers  to  the  firft  Satire,     f  The  name  of  a  tn^ip, 
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From  mcrn  to  night  has  P  lorio  gazing  ftood,  '  25 

And  wonder'd  how  the  gods  could  be  (o  good  ; 

What  (hape  !   What  hue  I  Was  ever  nymph  fo  fair  ? 

He  doats !   he  dies  !   he  too  is  rooted  there. 

O  Iblid  blifs !   which  nothing  can  deflroy, 

txcept  a  cat,  bird,  fnail,  or  idle  boy.  30 

In  fame's  fall  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  night. 

And  wakes  next  day  a  moft  inglorious  wight; 

The  tulip's  dead  !   See  thy  fair  filler's  fate 

O  C !   and  be  kind  ere  'tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  thofc  enemies  1  mention'd,  all;  35 

Beware,  O  Florift,  thy  ambition's  fall. 
A  friend  of  mine  indulg'd  this  noble  flame ; 
A  Quaker  ferv'd  him,  Adam  was  his  name; 
To  one  lov'd  tulip  oft  the  mafter  went. 
Hung  o'er  it,  ajid  whole  days  in  rapture  fpcnt;         40 
But  carae,  atid  mifs'd  it  one  ill-fated  hour: 
He  rag'd  I  he  roar'd  !  "  W^hat  damon  cropt  my  flower  ?'* 
Serene,  quoth  Adam,  "  Lo  !   'twas  crufh'd  by  me; 
'*  Fall'n  is  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bow'dll  thy  knee." 

But  all  men  want  amiife7ncnt  \  and  what  crime        45 
In  fuch  a  paradifc  to  fool  their  time  ? 
None :  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  To  fame  they  foar 
Wc  grant  they*re  idle,  if  they'll  afk  no  more. 

We  fmilc  at  Florifts,  we  defpife  their  joy,. 
And  think  their  hearts  cnamour'd  of  a  toy:  56I 

But  arc  thofe  wifer  whom  wc  moil  admire> 
Survey  with  envy,  andpurfue  with  fire  ? 
Wiiat's  he  who  fighs  for  wealth,  or  fame,  or  power  ? 
Another  Florio  doating  on  a  flower  I 

A 
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A  fhort-liv'd  flower  ;  and  which  has  often  fprung     55 
From  fordid  arts,  as  Florio*s  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus  !   is  thy  fancy  fmit? 
l["heJiCTver  of  learning,  and  the  l;locn  of  wit. 
Thy  gaudy  flielves  with  crimfon  bindings  glow. 
And  Epi(5le:us  is  a  p^rfcd  beau.  60 

How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimfon  too. 
Gilt,  and,  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view  ! 
Thy  Bocks  2^1^  furniture,     Methinks  'tis  hard 
That  fcience  fliould  be  purchas'd  by  the  yard ; 
And  Tonfon,  turn'd  upholilerer,  fend  hjDme  6^ 

The  gilded  leather  X.oJit  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  fome  peculiar  end  deiign'd, 
Siudy^s  the  fpecious  trifiing  of  the  mind  ; 
Or  is  at  belt  a  fecondary  aim, 

A  chace  lOT /port  alone,  and  not  for  game,  70 

If  fo,  fare  they  who  the  mere  'uolume  prize. 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent. 

But  found  at  length  that  it  reduc'd  his  rent; 

His  farms  were  flown ;  when,  lo  !  a  fale  comes  on,  75; 

A  choice  colledion  !  what  is  to  be  done  I 

He  fells  his  laji  ;  for  he  the  whole  \vdll  buy; 

Sells  ev'n  his  houfe  ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie  : 

So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 

For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran.  So 

When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the  clerk» 

Lorenzo  flgn'd  the  bargain — with  his  mark. 

Unlearned  men  of  books  afTume  the  care. 

As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Noc 
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Not  in  his  authors'  liveries  alone  S5 

Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  fliown : 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought. 
Inform  the  world  what  Codrus  would  be  though:  j 
And  to  tills  cort  another  mufl  fuccced 
'Xo  pay  a  fage,  w\\o  fays  that  he  can  read  ;  90 

Who  titles  knows,  and  indexes  has  feenj 
But  leaves  to  Chefterlield  what  lies  between  ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  (huns  the  proud  expence. 
And  hurnbly  is  contented  with  t\\Q\T  Jhife, 

O  Stanhope,  whofe  accomplilliments  make  good  95 
The  />ro/r.:/e  of  a  long-illullrious  blood. 
In  arts  and  marmers  eminently  grac'd. 
The  (Iriileft  honour  !  and  the  fineft  tajle  I 
Accept  this  vcrfe  ;  if  Satire  can  agree 
\V'ith  fo  confummate  an  humanity,  1 00 

By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend ; 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend. 
Who,  with  the  charms  of  his  own  genius  fmit. 
Conceives  all  virtues  are  compriz'd  in  wit  1 
Bat  time  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool;  105 

For  though  he  is  a  awV,  he  is  no  fool. 
In  time  he'll  learn  to  ufet  not  n^vajle,  his  fenfe  ; 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excellence. 
He  fpares  nor  friend  nor  foe  ;  but  calls  to  mind, 
Like  doofns-day,  all  the  faults  of  all  mankind.         lio 

What  though  lu/V  tickles  ?  tickhng  is  unfafe. 

If  ftill  'tis  panful  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 

Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  being  y5««r/. 

Would  leave  a  lling  within  a  brother's  heart  ? 

Parts 
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Parts  may  be  praisM,  gecd-nature  is  ador'd;        1 1  r 
Then  draw  your  ^joit  as  fcldom  as  yoMrJKuord ; 
And  never  on  the  n.veak ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hcro^  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  fmooth  oil  the  razor  beft  is  whet. 
So  'wit  is  by  politenefs  Iharpeft  fet :  1 20 

Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  feen  j 
Both  pain  us  kajl  when  exquifitely  keen. 
'^\iz  fame  men  give  is  for  the  joy  they  find  ; 
Dull  is  the^'^tr,  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtkfs,  thinks  himfelf  a  wit,    125 
To  pay  my  compUment,  what  place  fo  fit  I 
His  mofl  facetious  *  letters  came  to  hand. 
Which  my  Firil  Satire  fweetly  reprimand; 
If  that  ^jnji  offence  to  Marcus  gave. 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou,  a  FooU  or  Knaruei'     130 
For  all  but  fuch  with  caution  I  forbore  ;, 
That  thou  waft  either,  I  ne'er  knew  before  : 
I  know  thee  now,  both  <^hat  thou  art,  and  njcko  \ 
No  mafk  fo  good,  but  Marcus  muft  ihine  through  : 
Falfe  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ;    1 35-. 
Thy  beft  concealment  had  been  writing  nx:ell  : 
But  thou  a  brave  negledl  of  fame  haft  fhown. 
Of  others^  fame,  great  genius  !   and  thy  czvn. 
Write  on  unheeded  ;  and  this  maxim  know. 
The  man  who  />ar dons,  dlf appoints  his  foe.  14c 

In  mahce  to  proud  luitsy  fome  proudly  lull 
Their  peeuijh  reafon  ;  njain  of  being  dull ; 

*  Letters  fent  to  the  author,  Cgncd  Marcus^ 

When 
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When  Tome  home  joke  has  ftung  their  /off mn  fouly. 

In  vengeance  they  determine — to  be  /hc/s  ; 

Through  fplcen,  that  /:it/e  nature  gave,  make  /ej},    145- 

Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  hewvintjs  j 

To  lutnps  inanimate  a  fondnefs  take  ; 

And  difmhcrit  fons  that  are  aivake, 

Thefe,  when  their  utmoil  venom  they  would  fpk, 

Moll  barbaroufly  tell  you — "  He^s  a  nvit,**  1 50 

Poor  negroes,  thus,  to  fhew  their  burning  fpite 

To  cacodemons,  fay,  they're  deviliflj  ivhite. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breaft. 
Sighs  o'er  one  child  ;  but  triumphs  in  the  reft. 
How  juft  his  grief  !  one  carries  in  his  head  155" 

A  lefs  proportion  of  the  father's  lead  ; 
And  is  in  danger,,  without  fpecial  grace. 
To  rife  above  a  jurtice  of  the  peace. 
The  dunghill-breed  of  men  a  diamond  fcorn. 
And  feel  a  paflion  for  a  grain  of  corn  ;  160 

Some  ftupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight. 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from  white. 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  fenfe. 
Can  range  aright  his  (hillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  booby  fon  ;  165 

And  by  Heaven's  blejfmg  thinks  himfelf  undojie. 

Wants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  fame  a  plea  ; 
One  learns  to  lifp  ;  another,  not  to  fee  : 

Mifs  D ,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand  : 

Was  ever  thing  fa  pretty  born  to  ftand  ?  1 70 

Whilll  thefe,  what  nature  gave,  difown,  through  pride. 
Others  affed  what  nature  has  deny'd  ; 

w;.at 
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What  nature  has  deny'd,  fools  will  purfue  : 
As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  /tco. 

Crafl'us,  d.  grafeful  (agty  our  awe  and  fport  !       175 
Supports  grave  forms ;  for  forms  the  fage  fupport. 
He  hems ;  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
*'  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair:'* 
Then  quotes  the  Stagyrite,  to  prove  it  true ; 
And  adds,  "  The  learn'd  delight  in  fomething  //f-v."  1 80 
Is  't  not  enough  the  blockhead  fcarce  can  read. 
But  mull  he  itv/^/y  look,  zxidi  grauely  plead? 
As  far  zformaltjt  from  <^ixiifdom  fits, 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  "joits. 

Thefe  fubtle  wights  (fo  blind  are  mortal  men,     185 
Though  Satire  couch  them  with  her  keenert  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  folemn  face. 
To  put  off  nonjenfe  with  a  better  grace  : 
As  pedlars  with  fome  hero's  head  make  bold, 
Illuftrious  mark  !  where //>7j  are  to  be  fold.  190 

What's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  reclin'd  ? 
The  bcdy^s  wifdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  fenfe  can  artijice  difdain ; 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain  ; 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot,  195 

Scle7nnity*s  a  cover  for  a  fot. 
I  find  the  fool,  when  I  behold  the  Jlreen  ; 
For  'tis  the  wife  man's  intercfl  to  be  feen. 

Hence,  Cheflerfield,  that  opennefs  of  heart. 

And  jull  difdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art ;  200 

Hence  (manly  praife  !)  that  manner  nobly  free. 

Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With 
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With  generous  fcorn  how  oft  haft  thou  furvey*d 
Of  court  and  toxvn  the  noontide  mafqucrade ; 
Where  fwarms  of  kna'ves  the  vizor  quite  difgracc,  20c 
And  hide  fccure  behind  a  naked  face  ? 
Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  declin'd. 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind; 
Where  generous  hearts  the  grcateft  hazard  run, 
And  he  who  trufts  a  brotkevy  is  undone  ?  210 

Thefe  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  ihow 
For  wealth  and  fame ;  for  fame  alone,  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  White's  was  young  Florello  feen  ! 
How  blank  his  look  1  how  difcompob'd  his  mien  ! 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  fmcere  to  feign  !  215 

Sunk  were  his  fpirits  ;  for  his  coat  was  plain. 

Next  day  his  breaft  regain'd  its  wonted  peace; 
His  health  was  mended  with  2ifil-jer  lace. 
A  curious  artift,  long  inur'd  to  toils 
Of  gentler  fort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils,       220 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  fomc  God  infpir'd. 
So  touch'd  his  curUy  his  mighty  foul  was  fir'd. 
The  well-fwoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim. 
And  cither  fhoulder  has  its  fhare  of  fame  ; 
His  fumptuous  njuatch-cafe,  though  conceal'd  it  lies,  225 
Like  a  good  confciencey  folid  joy  fupplies. 
He  only  thinks  himfelf  (fo  far  from  vain !) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine. 
Whene'er,  by  j'ceming  chance,  he  throws  hii  eye 
On  mirrors  that  refled  his  Tyrian  dye,  230 

With  how  fublimc  a  tranfport  leaps  his  heart ! 
But  fate  ordains  that  dearefl  friends  muft  part. 

In 
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In  aftive  meafures,  brought  from  France,  he  wheels. 
And  triumphs,  confcious  of  his  learned  heels. 

So  have  I  feen,  on  fome  bright  fummer's  day,    235 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonnair  and  gay. 
Dance  on  the  bank,  as  if  infpir'd  by  fame. 
Fond  of  the  pretty  fellonjo  in  the  ftream. 

Morofe  is  funk  with  fhame,  whene'er  furpriz'd 
In  linen  clean,  or  peruke  undifguis'd.  240 

No  fublunary  chance  his  vcllments  fear ; 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  xki€vc  fpots  appear. 
A  fam'd  furtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue. 
And  his  foot  fwims  in  a  capacious  fhoe; 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim?)      245 
Level'd  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fame  : 
But  open  force  was  vain ;  by  night  fhe  went. 
And,  while  he  flept,  furpris'd  the  darling  rent : 
Where  yawn'd  the  frieze  is  now  become  a  doubt ; 
*♦  And  glory,  at  one  entrance,  quite  ihut  out*.'*    250 

He  fcorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him  ; 
This  hates  x\it  filthy  creature  ;  that,  the  prim  : 
Thus,  in  each  other,  both  thefe  fools  defpife 
Their  own  dear  felves,  with  undifcerning  eyes ; 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim  ;  255 

T\izJlo^en  and  xh.Qfoplbig  are  the  fame. 

Ye  whigs  and  tories  1   thus  it  fares  with  you. 
When  party-rage  too  warmly  you  purfue  ; 
Then  both  club  nonfenfe,  and  impetuous  pride, 
AnA  folly  joins  whom /entiments  divide.  260 

You  vent  your  fpleen,  as  monkeys,  when  they  pafs, 
■Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glafs ; 

•  Milton. 

While 
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\^'hile  both  arc  one :  and  henceforth  be  it  known. 
Pools  of  both  fides  fhall  ftand  for  fools  alone. 

**  But  who  art  Thou?"  methinks  Florello  cr«.cs:  265 
*'  Of  all  thy  fpecies  art  Thou  only  wife?" 
Since  fmalleft  things  can  give  our  fins  a  twitch. 
As  crofiing  rtraws  retard  a  pafilng  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  (halt  be; 
I'll  conjure  thus  fome  profit  out  o(  thee.  270 

O  THOU  myfelf !   abroad  our  counfels  roam. 
And,  like  ill  hufbands,  take  no  care  at  home  : 
Thou  too  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart. 
And  Love  of  Fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart ; 
And  what  wife  means  to  gain  it  haft  thou  chofe  ?     275 
Know,  fame  dJidi  fortune  both  are  made  of  profe. 
Is  thy  ambition  fweating  for  a  rhyme. 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
While  1  a  moment  name,  a  moment's  paft ; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  vcrfe,  than  the  laji  :  280 

What  then  is  to  be  done  r   Be  wife  with  fpeed ; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  fo  foolilh  as  the  chace  of  fame  ? 
How  vain  the  prize  1  how  impotent  our  aim  ! 
For  what  arc  men  who  grafp  at  praifc  fublime,       285 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  dream  of  time. 
That  rife,  and  fall,  that  fwell,  and  are  no  more. 
Born,  and  forgot,  ten  thoufand  in  an  hour  ? 

SATIRE 
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T  O 


THE    RIGHT  HON.  MR,   DODINGTON. 


T     O  N  G,  Dodington,  in  debt,  I  long  have  fought 

To  eafe  the  burthen  of  my  grateful  thought; 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  fee ; 
Grant  him  i-wo  favours,  and  he'll  aik  for  f/?rse: 
For  whofe  the  prefent  glory,  or  the  gain  ?  ^ 

You  give  protedion,  I  a  worthlefs  ftrain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  facred  flame. 
And  know  the  bilis  of  a  folid  fame  ; 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend,    , 
You  read  with  ail  the  malice  of  ay?7V«^;  i« 

Nor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone. 
But,  more  to  raife  my  verfe,  conceal  your  own. 

An  ill-tim'd  modefty  !   turn  ages  o'er. 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more  ? 
Her  learnings  and  her  genius  too,  decays ;  45^ 

And  dark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  call. 
They  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  part. 
Men  flill  are  men  ;  and  they  who  boldly  ^are. 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fons  of  cold  defpair;  20 

Or,  if  they  fail,  they  juftly  flill  take  place 
Of  fuch  who  run  in  debt  for  tlieir  difgrace; 

Vol.  LX.  H  Who 
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Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known. 

And  damn  it  with  improi/ements  of  their  own. 

We  bring  fome  new  materials,  and  what's  old  25 

New  caft  with  care,  and  iij,  no  horronxj'd  mould ; 

Late  times  the  verfc  may  read,  if  thcfe  refufe; 

And  froTr\  four  critics  vindicate  the  Mufe. 

"  Your  work  is  long,"  the  critics  cry.     'Tis  true. 

And  lengthens  lllll,  to  take  in  fools  like  you:  30 

Shorten  jTiy  Labour,  if  its  length  you  blame; 

For,  ^row  but  wife,  you  rob  me  of  my  game; 

As  hunted  hagsy  who,  while  the  dogs  purfue. 

Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  ftart  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile,  35 

That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodiUy 
Will  I  enjoy  (dread  feaft  !)   the  critic's  rage. 
And  with  the  fell  dejlroyer  feed  my  page. 
For  what  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame, 
Tlian  thofe  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  name  ?  40 

Good  authors  damn'd,  have  their  revenge  in  thisy 
To  fee  what  wretches  gain  the  praife  they  mifs. 

Balbutius,  muffled  in  his  fable  cloak. 
Like  an  old  Druid  from  his  hollow  oak. 
As  ravens  folemn,  and  as  bodingy  cries,  45 

•*  Ten  thoufand  worlds  for  the  three  unities  !" 
Ye  do<5\ors  fage,  who  through  Parnaffus  teach. 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  pradtife  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  njceather  didtates ;  right 
'  The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night:  50 

Another  judges  by  a  furcr  gage, 
An  author's /r;>;a//^/,  or  parentage'. 

Since 
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Since  his  great  anceflors  in  Flanders  fell. 

The  poem  doubtlefs  muft  be  written  well. 

Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look  ;  jr 

Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  bcok\ 

Some  judge,  their  knack  oi judging  nvrong  to  keep; 

Some  judge,  becaufe  it  is  too  foon  lojleep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  fmgle  aim. 
To  gain  themfelves,  not  give  the  writer,  fame.         60 
The  very  befl  ambitioujly  advife. 
Half  to  ferve  you,  and  half  to  pafs  for  wife. 

Critics  on  verfe,  zs/quibs  on  triumphs  wait. 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  Hate; 
Hot,  envious,  noify,  proud,  the  fcribbling  fry  65 

Burn,  hifs,  and  bounce,  waile  paper,  ftink,  and  die. 
Rail  on,  my  friends !   what  more  my  verfe  can  crown 
Than  Compton's  fmile,  and  your  obliging  frown  r 

Not  all  on  books  their  criticifm  wafte: 
The  genius  of  a  dijh  fome  juftly  talle,  tC 

And  eat  their  way  to  fame -j  with  anxious  though: 
The  falmon  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  art  rebukes  the  fun*s  delay. 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May ; 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine         7:5 
The  bufmefs  of  their  lives,  that  is — to  dim. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  \}iefeaji\ 
And  to  a  kind  digejlion  fpare  the  reft. 
Apicius,  here,  the  taller  of  the  town. 
Feeds  twice  a  week,  to  fettle  their  renown.  80 

.  •   Thefe  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  care 
The  facred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare  \ 

H  2  In 
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In  thofe  choice  books  xhc'ir  fanfgyrics  read. 

And  fcorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed. 

If  man  hy  feeding  'u.'el/  commences  great,  85 

Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  is  meat. 

To  glory  fomc  advance  a  lying  claim, 
thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame  : 
T^eir  front  fupplies  what  their  ambition  lacks; 
They  know  a  thoufand  lords,  behind  their  hacks*        90 
Cottil  is  apt  to  wink  upon  a  peer, 
It  heniurft'd  a-ivayy  with  a  familiar  leer; 
And  Harvey's  eyes,  unmercifully  keen, 
Jlave  murder'd  fops,  by  whom  flie  ne'er  was  feen. 
Niger  adopts  dray  libels ;  wifely  prone  95 

To  covet  (hame  Hill  greater  than  his  own. 
Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threefcore, 
Uelies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Abfence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame. 
Learns  to  mijiakc,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name;     100 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  diforder  fet. 
And  takes  a  memorandum  X.0  forget. 
Thus  vain,  not  knowing  v/hat  adorns  or  blots, 
lAtn  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  fots. 

A5  love  of  pkafure  into  pain  betrays,  105 

So  mofl  grow  infamous  through  love  of  pralfe. 
But  whence  for  praife  can  fuch  an  ardor  rife. 
When  thofe*  who  bring  that  incenfe,  wc  defpife  ? 
"For  fuch  the  vanity  of  great  and  fmall. 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all.       no 
Nor  can  even  Satire  blame  them;  for  'tis  true. 
They  have  mod  ample  caufc  for  what  they  do. 

O  fralt- 
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O  fruitful  Britain  !   doubtlefs  thou  waft  meant 

A  nurfe  o^ fools,  to  ftock  the  continent. 

Though  Phcebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow,  115 

Rank  folly  underneath  rJie  fcythe  will  grow.- 

The  plenteous  harveft  calls  me  forward  llill, 

'Till  I  furpafs  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 

A  Welfli  defcent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn; 

Or,  longer  1U11>  a  Dutchman's  epigram.  I2Q 

When,  cloy*d,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen. 

In  comes  a  coxcomb^  and  I  write  again. 

See  Tityrus,  with  merriment  pofTeft, 
Is  burftwith  laughter,  ere  he  hears  the  jeft: 
What  need  he  ftay  ?   for  when  the  joke  is  o'er,        1 25. 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before.  •   . 

Is  there  of  theft;,  ye  fair  !   fo  great  a  dearth. 
That  you  need  purchafe  moyikeys-  for  your  mirth  ? 

Some,  v2A.n  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire; 
Oi  hoifes  fome;  nay,  houfes  that  \hey  hire:  130 

Some  (perfed  wKdom  ! )  of  a  beauteous 'zt'//?; 
And  boafl:,  like  Cordeliers,  a  fcourge  for  life. 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  (exes  change  their  airs; 
My  lord  has  'vapours,  and  my  \3.dy  fzvears ; 
Then,  ftranger  icill  1   on  turning  of  the  wind,  135 

My  lord  n.vears  breeches,  and  my  lady's  kind. 

To  (hew  the  ftrength,  and  infamy  of  pride. 
By  all  *tis  follow'd,  and  by  all  deny'd. 
What  numbers  are  there,  which  at  once  purfue 
Praife,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too  ?  i^o 

Vincenna  knO'<NS  felf- praife  betrays  \.o  foame. 
And  therefore  lays  a  llratagem  for  fame  j 

H  3  Makes 


102  Y  O  U  N  G  »  S     POEMS. 

Makes  his  approach  in  modefty's  difguife. 

To  win  applaufe;  and  takes  it  by  furprizc. 

•*  To  err,"  fays  he,  **  in  fmall  things,  is  my  fate."  145 

You  know  your  anfwcr,  "  hc*s  cxadl  in  great.'* 

"  My  J}yUy'*  fays  he,  "  is  rude  and  full  of  faults." 

"  But  oh  !  what  feiife  !  what  energy  of  thoughts !" 

That  he  wants  algebra,  he  mull  confefs; 

*'  But  not  a  foul  to  give  our  arms  fuccefs."  1 50 

«*  Ah!  That's  an  hit  indeed,**  Vinccnna  cries; 

•*  But  w  ho  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wife  ? 

**  I  own  'twas  wrong,  when  thoufands  call'd  me  back, 

•*  To  make  that  hopelefs,  ill-advis'd,  attack  ; 

"  All  fay,  *twas  madnefs ;  nor  dare  1  deny;  155 

"  Sure  never  fool  fo  well  deferv'd  to  die." 

Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free. 

It  ne'er,  Vincenna,  could  deceive  in  thee; 

Whofe  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue. 

So  clear,  the  dullell  cannot  take  thee  wrong.  160 

Thou  on  cucjlee^jt  wilt  thy  re'vcnues  wear; 

And  haunt  the  court,  without  2i  profped  there. 

Are  thefe  expedients  for  renown  ?  Confefs 

Thy  little  f elf i  that  I  may  fcorn  thee  lefs. 

Be  wife,  Vincenna,  and  the  court  forfake;  \()'^ 

Our  fortunes  there,  nor  thouy  nor  /,  (hall  make. 

Even  men  ofmerity  ere  their  point  they  gain. 

In  hardy  fervice  make  a  long  campaign; 

Molt  manfully  beficge  the  patron's  gate. 

And  oft  repuls'd,  as  oft  attack  the  great  1 70 

With  painful  art,  and  application  warm. 

And  take,  at  lafl,  (bme  little  place  by  ftor m ; 

Enough 
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Enough  to  keep  tivo  Jhoes  on  Sunday  clean, 

AndiJ}ar-ve  upon  difcreetly,  in  Sheer-Lane. 

Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afrord;  175 

Then  ftarve  without  xh^  favour  of  my  lord.  .  : 

'Tis  true,  great  fortunes  fome  great  men  confer: 

But  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err: 

From  xaprice,  not  from  choicey  tlieir  favours  come : 

They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom:        iSo 

The  man  that's  neareft,  ymvningy  tiiey  advance : 

*Tis  inhumanity  to  hle/s  by  chance. 

Ifwfr/zfues,  and  greatnefs  is  fo  loth- 

To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both. 

.   I  grant  at  court.  Philander,  at  his  need,  185 

(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  indeed. 

Of  every  charm  and  virtue  fhe's  poffeft  : 

Philander  !   thou  art  exquifitely  blell ; 

The  public  envy  !   now  then,  'tis  allowM, 

The  man  is  found,  who  may  ht  juftly  proud:  190 

But,  fee!  how  fickly  is  ambition's  tafte  ! 

Ambition  feeds  on  tralh,  and  loaths  a  feaft; 

For,  lo  1   Pliilander,  of  reproach  afraid, 

\iifecret\o\t%  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  fell  reputation;  others  buy;  195 

And  love  a  market  where  the  rate^  run  hiirh: 
Italian  mufic's  f.veet,  becaufe  'tis  dear; 
Their  'vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear : 
Their  talles  would  leflen,  if  the  prices  fell, . 
And  Shakefpcare's  wretched  i'tuft  do  quite  as  well;  200 
Away  the  difmchanted  fair  would  throng. 
And  cvjuj  that  Englifti  is  their  mother  tongue* . 

li  4  "  To 
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To  Ihcw  how  much  our  northern  taflcs  refine. 
Imported  nymphs  our  pccreflcs  outflune; 
While  trade/men  ftarve»  thefc  PJiiiomels  are  gay;    2C5 
I'or  generous  lords  had  rather  give  than  fay. 

Behold  the  mafqueradc's  faiitaitic  fcene  I 
The  Legiflaturc  join'd  with  Drury-Lane  ! 
When  Britain  calli,  th*  embroider 'd  patriots  run. 
And  fcrve  their  cLuniry — if  the  datue  is  done.  2IQ 

**  Are  we  not  then  allqw'd  to  be  polite  \** 
Yes,  doubtlcfs  ;  but  firll  fet  your  notions  right. 
Worth,  Qti poUtenefi  is  the  needful  ground; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Triflers  not  ev'n  in  trifles  can  excel;  215 

'Tis  ftUd  bodies  only  polip  well. 

Great,  chofen  prophet !   for  thcfe  latter  days. 
To  turn  a  willing  world /;o;/i  righteous  ways  1 
Well,  Heydegger,  dofl  thou  thy  maflcr  ferve ; 
Well  has  he  fecn  Mx^fer'vant  fhould  not  ftarve,         220 
Thou  to  his  name  haft  fplendcd  temples  rais'd; 
In  various  forms  o{  iKorJhip  feen  hijn  praiiM, 
Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Roman,  fliown. 
And  fung  fweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  uukno^wn. 
Inferior  offerings  to  thy  god  of  vice  225 

Are  duly  paid,  iwfddUsy  cards,  and  dice; 
Thy  facrifice  fupreme,  an  hundred  maids  ! 
That  folemn  rite  of  midnight  mafquerades ! 
If  maids  the  quite  exhauitcd  town  denies. 
An  hundred  head  of  cuckolds  may  fuffice.  230 

Thou  fmirft,  well  pleas'd  with  the  con^verted  \iir\d. 
To  fee  UiQ  fifty  churches  at  a  ft*.ud. 

And 
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And  that  thy  minifter  may  never  fail^ 

But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  Itill  prevail, 

Oi  minor  prophets  a  fuccelTion  fure  235 

The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  fecure. 

See  commons,  peers,  and  minillers  of  ftate. 
In  folemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate ! 
What  Godlike  enterprize  is  taking  birth  ? 
What  wonder  opens  on  th'  expecting  earth  ?  240 

'Tis  done  !  with  loud  applaufe  the  coui;cil  rings  I 
Fix'd  is  the  fate  oi  njchorcs  zxi<i  fiddle -J}  rings  I 

Though  bold  thefe  truths,  thou,  Mufe,  with  truths 
like  thefe. 
Wilt  none  offend,  whom  'tis  a  praife  to  pleafe  : 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flatter'd,  thou,  245 

Like  jult  tribunals i  bend  an  awful  brow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  common-fenfe. 
To  write  a  Satire^  which  gave  none  ojfence  ! 
And,  fmce  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  fee. 
If  men  didike  them,  do  they  cenfure  me  ?  250 

The  fool,  and  knave,  'tis  glorious  to  offend. 
And  Godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend; 
The  v/orld,  where  lucky  throws  to  blockheads  fall. 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  honeji  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  woith  to  gain  its  price !  255 

A  man  fliall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice. 
If  blell  with  pliant,  though  but  flender,  fenfe, 
Feign'd  modefty,  and  real  impudence : 
A  fupple  knee,  fmooth  tongue,  an  eafy  grace, 
A  curfe  within,  a  fmile  upon  his  face ;  260 

A  beau- 
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A  beauteous  fiffcr,  or  convcnieni  uifc. 
Arc  /r/cr/  m  ihc  lottery  of  life  ; 
Gr--  •    iikI  Virtue  they  \ii!l  foon  defeat, 
A  -^e  you  in  thr  bofom  of  the  ^rr</. 

To  m^if^  15  but  to  pro\-idc  a  /sim  265 

For  men's  refufing  whit  )*oq  ought  to  gain. 
May,  Dodington,  this  maxim  faU  in  you, 
Wlnm  my  .  iy  view 

By  WalpcJe  s  v  \  ai  \i,  aaa  tricnd»>.ip  grac*d, 

SiiH  higher  mi  yoor  Prince's  faTOor  plac'd;  270 

Awl  Icxuiing.  i^err,  ihofe  awful  covmcih  aid, 
^liich  %-ou.  with  fuch  fucccfs  obevM  ! 

Bear  :t:T  fr  c,  w-ho  holds  your  friendihip  dear ; 

Wha:  rao:^  ut  %kilh,  uith  eafc  we  foncv  near. 
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THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  SPENCER  COMPTOX. 


n  OUND  foms  fair  cree  tk' 

grows. 
And  breathes  her  fleers  on  the  fiippofting  boughs  : 
So  Iweet  the  ■■verfz,  th'  ambitious  verle,  fliould  be, 
(O !  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  fupport  from  chee ; 
Thee,  Compton,  bom  o'er  fenates  to  preiide,  r 

Their  digniiy  to  raife,  their  councils  guide  ; 
Deep  to  dilcern,  and  widely  to  furvey. 
And  kingdoms  iates,  without  ambition,  weigh  ; 
Of  dillant  v-irtues  nice  extremes  to  blend. 
The  Crown's  alTerter,  and  the  People's  friend  :         ic 
Nor  doft  thou  fcom,  amid  fubiimer  views. 
To  liiten  to  the  labours  of  the  Mufe ; 
Thy  fmiles  proteJi  her,  while  thy  talents  Jtre, 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  infpire. 
\^ex*d  at  a  public  fame,  fo  juHIy  won,  r_j 

The  jealous  Chremes  is  with  fpleeii  undone  j 
Chremes,  for  airy  pcafioos  of  renaiuit. 
Devotes  his  fervice  to  the  State  and  Crown ; 
All  fchemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  aQ  improTes, 
Though  Britain's  thaaklcfs,  lUIl  thzs  fatrwt  loves  :     20 


U  u, 
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liut  patriots  differ  ;  fome  may  fhcd  their  bloody 
He  ar:nks  his  cojf'ee,  for  the  public  good ; 
Conlults  the  facrcd  fteam,  and  there  forefces 
What  (lorms,  or  fun-fhine.  Providence  decrees ; 
Knows,  for  each  day,  the  ^weather  of  our  fate  ;         2j 
A  Quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  State. 

You  fmile,  and  think  this  ftatcfman  void  of  ufe; 
Why  may  not  time  his  fecret  worth  produce  ? 
Since  apes  can  roall  the  choice  Cailanian  Nut, 
^ivizzjieeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  Put\  30 

Since  half  the  Senate  "  Not  content"  can  fay, 
Ccefe  nations  fave,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

What  makes  him  model  realms,  and  counfcl  kings  ? 
An  incapacity  for  fmaller  tlrings : 
Poor  Chremes  can't  condud  his  onjun  ejlate,  35 

And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 
Gehenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  ikill. 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  Hill : 
To  raife  a  name,  tJi'  ambitious  boy  has  got. 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  z.  JhouUer-knot ;  AO 

Deep  in  the  fecrer,  he  looks  through  the  whole,. 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that  faves  bis  foul; 
To  talk  with  reverence  you  mufl  take  good  heed. 
Nor  ihock  his  tender  rea/on  with  the  Creed  : 
Howe'er  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies,  4c 

Obliging  friends  alone  with  Ua/phcmies. 

Peerage  is  poifon,  good  eflaies  are  bad 
For  this  difeafc  ;  poor  jrogues  run  feldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  unhop'd  relief, 
h\iA  falling  Jiocki  quite  cur'd  an  unbelief?  50 

While 
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While    the   fun    fliincs.    Blunt    talks    with    wondroils 

force  ; 
But  thunder  m2.TS  /mail  beer,  and  '^veak  difcourfe. 
Such  ufeful  injiruments  the  weather  fhow, 
Juft  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low: 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  Atheill  in  the  dark  ;  55 

A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke  : 
Let  but  the  logick  in  his  pulj'e  decay. 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray; 

While  C mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  zeal, 

Th'  apollate  youth,  who  reafon*d  once  fo  well.  60 

C ,  who  makes  merry  with  the  Creed, 

He  almoft  thinks  he  difbelieves  indeed  -, 

But  only  thinks  fo  ;  to  give  both  their  due, 

Satan,  and  ke,  believe,  and  tremble  too. 

Of  fome  for  glcry  fuch  the  boundlefs  rage,  65 

That  they're  the  blackeft  Jcandal  of  their  age. 

NarcifTus  the  Tartarian  club  difclaims ; 
Nay,  a  Free-mafon,  with  fome  terror,   names  ; 
Omits  no  duty;  nor  can  envy  fay. 
He  mifs'd,  thefe  many  years,  the  Church,  or  Play:  70 
He  makes  no  noife  in  Parliament,  'tis  true; 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  "vijit,  when  'tis  due  ; 
His  character  and  glo'ves  are  ever  clean. 
And  then,  he  can  out-bow  the  bcwing  dean ; 
A  fmile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears,  75 

Which  equally  the  wife  and  worthlefs  fhares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  moft  undaunted  chief. 
Patient  of  idknefs  beyond  belief, 

Moft 
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^loll  chnritably  lends  the  town  h'ls/ace. 

For  ornament,  in  every  public  place  ;  So 

As  Aire  as  cardst  he  to  th*  ajfanbly  comes. 

And  is  xht  furniture  of  drawing  rooms : 

When  Ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  arc  free. 

And,  joinM  to  two,  he  fails  not — to  make  three: 

KarcifTus  is  the  glory  of  his  race  ;  85 

For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  lill,  by  nature  were  defign'd 
Such  ftiining  expleti'ves  of  human  kind, 
'V^'^ho  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream  along, 
Senje  to  be  right,  and  paffion  to  be  wrong.  90 

To  counterpoife  this  hero  of  the  mode. 
Some  for  renown  are  Jingular  and  odd ; 
What  other  men  diflike,  is  fure  to  pleafc. 
Of  all  mankind,  thefe  dear  antipodes  ; 
Through  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  ftill,    95 
And  birth-days  are  their  days  of  drelling  ///. 

Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F a  fage, 

S — ly  will  fright  you,  E engage  ; 

By  nature  ftreams  run  backward,  flame  defcends. 
Stones  mount,  and  Sufl'ex  is  the  worit  of  friends;    100 
They  take  their  re  It  by  day,  and  wake  by  night. 
And  blufh,  if  you  furprize  them  in  the  right. 
If  they  by  change  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  fwan  is  white,  or  Queenfberry  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt,  l©5 

A  fool  in  falhion,  but  a  fool  that's  cut. 

His  paffion  for  abfurdity's  fo  ftrong. 

He  cannot  bear  a  ri'val  in  the  wrong  ; 

Though 
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Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply ;  more  fenfe  is  fhewn 

In  wearing  others^  follies,  than  your  oixin.  i  lo 

If  what  is  out  of  fafhion  moft  you  prize, 

jyiethinks  you  fhould  endeavour  to  be  wife. 

But  what  in  oddnefs  can  be  more  fublime 

Than  Sloane  the  foremolt  tcjman  of  his  time  ? 

His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancies,  1 1  r 

His  daugnter's  portion  a  rich.  Jhell  inhances. 

And  Afhmoie's  baby-lioufe  is,  in  his  view, 

Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  Peru  I 

How  his  eyes  languifh  !   how  his  thoughts  adore 

That  painted  coat,  which  Jofeph  ve^ver  wore  !  120 

He  liievv^s,  on  holiday s^  2.  facred  pin. 

That  touch'd  the  ruff,  that  touch'd  Queen  Befs's  chin. 

"  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chronicles  deplore, 
"  Since  that  gr&diX.  plague  that  fwept  as  many  more, 
"  Was  ever  year  unbleft  as  ihis?^*  he'll  cry,  125 

*'  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butierfj  /'* 
Jn  times  that  fuiFer  fuch  leam'd  men  as  thefe. 
Unhappy  I y  !  how  came  j(7w  to  pleafe  ? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  game ; 
But,  in  effed,  his  chace  is  much  the  fame  :  130 

Warm  in  purfuir,  he  levees  all  the  great, 
^Stanch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  ejlate  : 
Where -e'er  their  lordfrnps  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  \kv^\x  pjadoxvsy  lag  behind  ; 
Yizfets  them  fure,  where-e'er  their  lordjlipi  run,     135 
Clofe  at  their  elbows,  as  a  morning-dun  \ 

As 
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As  if  their  grandeur,  by  contagion  wrought, 
Ax\'\/ame  was  like  ay^arr,  to  be  caught  : 
But  after  fcven  years  dance,  from  place  to  place, 
The  •  Dane  is  more  familiar  with  his  Grace.         i^^ 

Who'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer ; 
Or  living  pctidant  dangling  at  his  ear. 
For  ever  whlfpering  fecrets,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  trumpets,  through  the  town  ? 
Who'd  be  2i  glaj's,  with  flattering  grimace,  145 

Still  to  refledl  the  temper  of  his  face  ; 
Or  happy  pin  to  flick  upon  his  fleevc. 
When  my  lord's  gracious,  and  vouchfafes  //  leave  ; 
Or  cujhicft,  when  his  hcavinefs  (hall  pleafe 
To  loll,  or  thump  it,  for  his  better  eafe  ;  I5» 

Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon,  or  night,  befpoke. 
When  the  peer  rajhly  fwears  he'll  club  his  joke  ? 
XVho'd  fhake  with  laughter,  though  he  could  not  find 
His  lordfhip's  jelV  ;  or,  if  his  nofe  broke  wind. 
For  blefliugs  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow,  155 

That  can  cry,  "  Chimney  fweep,"  or  drive  z.  plough  ? 
With  terms  like  thefe,  how  mean  the  tribe  that  clnfe  ! 
Scarce  meaner  they,  who  terms  like  thefe  impo/e. 

But  what's  the  tribe  mod  likely  to  comply  ? 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  lye  ;  l6» 

The  writing  tribe,  who  fhamelefs  auSiions  hold 
Of  praife,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  fold  : 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  themfelves  the  mofl. 
With  deathlefs  fame,  their  everla/ling  bbaft  : 

•  A  Danlfh  dog  of  the  duke  of  Argyll. 

For 
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For  fame  no  cully  makes  fo  much  her  jeft,  165 

As  her  old  conftant  fpark,  the  bard  pro  fell. 

**  Boyle  fhines  in  council,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 

"  Pelham*s  magnificent;  but  I  can  write, 

*'  And  what  to  my  great  foul  like  glory  dearf* 

Till  fome  god  whifpers  in  his  tingling  ear,  17* 

Thatyi2;/?/?'s  unwholfome  taken  without  tmaty 

And  life  is  beft  fuflain'd  by  what  is  eat  : 

Grown  lean,  and  <iA;i/e,  he  curfes  what  he  writ. 

And  wifhes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  iv/V. 

Ah  1  what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner'' s  loft,  175 

That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  2.  poji? 
Or  that  his  iHning  page  (provoking  fate  !) 
Defends  Sirloins,  which  fons  of  dulnefs  eat  ? 

What  foe  to  verfe  without  compaifion  hears. 
What  crCitX  profe-man  can  refrain  from  tears,  180 

When  the  poor  Mufe,  for  lefs  than  half  a  crown, 
A  projiitnte  on  every  bulk  in  town. 
With  other  whores  undone,  though  tiot  in  print. 
Clubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  the  Mint? 

Ye  bards !  why  will  you  fmg,  though  uninfpir'd?  185 
Ye  bards!   why  will  yon Jiar've,  to  be  adtnir'd? 
Defund  by  Phoebus'  laws,  beyond  redrefs. 
Why  will  your  fpedres  haunt  the  frighted  prefs  ? 
Bad  metre,  that  excrefcence  of  the  head. 
Like  hair,  will  fprout,  although  the  poet's  dead^     150 

All  other  trades  demand,  verfe-makers  beg\ 
A  dedication  is  a  ivooden  /eg; 
A  barren  Labeo,  the  true  mumper* s  falhion, 
Expofes  borroi>yd  brats  to  move  compajpon^ 
,  Vqr.  LV.  J  thou-U 
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Though  fuch  myfelf,  vile  bards  I  difcommcnd;       19^ 

Nay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  my  friend. 

**  Is  *t  then  a  crime  to  nvri/eF*' — If  talent  rare 

Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  xo  forbear : 

For  Tome,  though  few,  there  are  large-minded  men, 

V-'ho  watch  unieen  the  labours  of  the  pen;  200 

Who  know  the  Mufe's  worth,  and  therefore  court. 

Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  fupport; 

Who  fcrvc,  unaflz^dy  the  Icajl  pretence  to  wit; 

My  fole  excufe,  alas !   for  having  writ. 

Argyll  true  wit  is  iludious  to  reltore;  205 

And  Doriet  fmiles,  if  Phoebus  fmil'd  before; 

Pembroke  in  years  the  long-lov*d  arts  admires. 

And  Henrietta  like  a  Mufe  infpires. 

But,  ah  1  not  infpiration  can  obtain 
That  fame,  which  poets  languifh  for  in  vain.  210 

How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirrt  for  glory,  ftrive 
To  grafp,  what  no  man  can  poflefs  alinje! 
Fame's  reverfion  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  reverfion  1)   at  their  own  deceafe. 
This  truth  fagacious  Lintot  knou's  fo  well,  215 

H^farves  his  authors,  that  their  works  mayy^//. 

Tha-t fame  is  ^:ealth,  fantalVic  poets  cry; 
That  ^wealth  \sfame,  another  clan  reply; 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  fcandal,  but  in  rags'y 
And  fnxell  in  juft  proportion  to  their  bags.  220 

Nor  only  the  low-born,  deform'd,  and  old. 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  Seams  of  gold; 
The  firft  young  lord,  which  in  the  Mall  you  meet. 

Shall  match  the  verieil  huncks  in  Lombard- ftreet. 

From 
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From  refcued  candks*  ends,  who  rais'd  a  fiim,         225 
And  ftarves,  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plurnb, 
A  beardlefs  mifert  *Tis  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  fcandal  ^2//  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers^  the  true  modern  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land,  236 

For  love,  young,  noble,  rich,  Caftalio  dies ; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  fwells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down; 
No  rival  can  prevail — but  half  a  cronvn. 

He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey'd,  23c 

Not  for  the  poor  he  has  r^AVx'V,  but  made: 
Not  fuch  ambition  his  great  fathers  fir'd. 
When  Harry  conquer'd,  and  half  France  expir'd : 
He'd  be  a  flave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain: 
Nay,  2.  dull fr^eriff^QT  \^s  golden  chain.  240 

"  Who'd  be  a  flave?"  the  gallant  Colonel  cries. 
While  love  of  glory  fparkles  from  his  eyes : 
To  deathlefs  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right— 
yujl  is  his  title — for  he  will  notfght: 
All  foldiers  rjalcur,  all  divines  have  grace,  24^ 

As  maids  of  honour  beauty — by  xhtiv  place : 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  lail  campaign. 
His  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  flain ; 
He  gives  the  foes  he  flew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  fweet  re-vengey  and  half  ab/ohjes  his  fword.  250 

Of  boajiing  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
hfoldier  fliould  be  modeft  as  a  maid: 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  referv'd  enjoy; 
Who  ilrive  to  grafp  it,  as  they  touch,  deflrcy : 

\  2        '     '  ^Th 


ii6  Y  O  U  N  G'S     POEMS. 

'Tis  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high  degree;        255 
But  if  you  pay  yourfelf,  the  world  is  free. 

Were  there  no  tongue  to  fpeak  them  but  his  own, 
Auguftus*  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known. 
Auguftus*  deeds !  if  that  ambiguous  name 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  mifguides  his  aim,         260 
Such  is  the  Prince's  worth,  of  whom  I  fpeak  j 
The  Roman  would  not  blulh  at  the  miilake. 
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WOMEN. 

^  O  faireft  of  creation  !  laft  and  beft  ! 

««  Gf  all  God's  works  !  Creature  in  whom  excelPd, 

**  Whatever  can  to  fight,  or  thought,  be  form'd 

*'  Holy,.  Divine,  good,  amiablo,  orfweet! 

"  How  art  thou  loft  !" —  Milton» 

"XT  OR  reigns  amhition  in  bold  man  zlone; 

^    Soh/emale  hearts  the  rude  invader  own: 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  things. 
Than  routing  armies,  and  dethroning  kings  : 
Attend,  and  you  difcern  it  in  the  fair  e 

Condud:  2i  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair,. 
Or  roll  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye  -, 
Or,  in  full  joy,  elaborate  2ijigh, 

The  fex  we  honour,  though  their  faults  we  blame; 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  fuch  z/ruit/ui  theme :     ip. 

A  theme,   fair 1  doubly  kind  to  me. 

Since  fatirizing  tho/e  is  praiiing  t/yee; 

Who  wouldft  iiot  bear,  too  modeftly  refin*d, 

A  panegyric  of  a  grofTer  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more/air  than  nice,  15 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lofe  their  price  f 

I  5  Worji; 
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Worn  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnilh  to  the  fated  fight: 
As  unrefcrv'd,  and  beauteous,  as  the  fun. 
Through  e very y/^«  of  vanity  they  run  ;  2C> 

Affemblies,  Parks,  coarfe  Ralls  in  City-halls, 
Leftures,  and  TrLils,  Plays,  Committees,  Balls, 
Wells,  Bedlams,  Executions  Smithfield  fcenes. 
And  Fortune-tellers  Caves,  and  Lions  Dens, 
Taverns,  Exchanges>  Bridewells,  Drawing-rooms,  25 
Inftallments,  Pillories,  Coronations,  Tombs, 
Tumblers,  and  funerals,  Puppet-ihows,  Reviews, 
Sales,  Races,  Rabbets,  (and,  iHU  ftranger!)  Pew5. 

Clarinda's  bofom  burns,  but  burns  for  Fame; 
And  Love  lies  vanquilh'd  in  a  tioLIer  flame;  30 

Warm  gleams  of  hope  fhe,  no-u:,  difpcnfes ;  ihent 
Like  April  funs,  dives  into  clouds  again : 
With  all  her  lullre,  now,  her  lover  warms ; 
Then,  out  q{  ojientation,  hides  her  charms: 
*Tis,  next,  her  pleafure  fweetly  to  complain,  «c 

And  to  be  taken  with  a  fudden  pain ; 
Then,  Ihe  Itarts  up,  all  ecftafy  and  blifs. 
And  is,  fwcet  foul !  jull  as  fmcere  in  this: 
O  how  (he  rolls  her  charxing  eyes  \wfpightl 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might !  ifi 

But,  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  than  wife. 
She  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  prize. 

Zara  refembies  ^ttna  crown'd  with  fnows; 
Witliout  ihe  freezes,  and  within  fhc  glows: 
Twice  ere  the  fun  defcends,  with  zeal  infpir'd,  4J 

Fn.ra  tiie  vain  convcrfe  of  the  world,  retir'd. 

She 
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She  reads  the  p/alms  and  chapters  for  the  day. 

In  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  lafl  new  play. 

Thus  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  folemn  grace. 

Deceives  mankind,  and  hides  behind  \\tx  face,  jp 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renmun,  is  (he. 
Who  through  good- breeding  is  ill  company; 
Whofe  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  ceafe. 
Who  thinks  you  are  unhappy y  when  at  peace  \ 
To  find  you/?^xf/,  who  racks  her  fubtie  head,  53 

And  vows — "  that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead." 

A  dearth  of  words  a  nvcman  need  not  fear^ 
But  'tis  a  ta{k  indeed  to  learn — to  heart 
In  that  the  fkill  of  converlation  lies ; 
Thaty^'^zf/,  or  makes ^  you  both  polite  and  wife.        5p 

Xantippe  cries,  "  Let  nymphs  who  nought  can  fay 
**  Be  loll  in  filence,  and  refign  the  day; 
**  And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confefs, 
**  By  tame  behaviour,,  and  a  foft  addrefs  ['* 
Through  <virtuey  Jhe  refufes  to  comply  5r 

With  all  the  dictates  oi  humanity ; 
Through  wifdom,  Jhe  refufes  to  fubmit 
To  wifdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  <u;;Vj 
Then,  her  unblemifh'd  honour  to  maintain, 
Rejecis  her  hufband's  kindnefs  with  difdain  ;  70 

But  if,  by  chance,  an  ill-adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord,  , 
Her  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  fent, 
Juil  intimates  the  lady's  difcontent. 

Wine  may  indeed  excics  tae  m^ekeft  dame  y  r^ 

But  keen  Xantippe,  fcorning  Oorra-iv^d  ^-u;:, 

I    \  C.1!\ 
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Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 

0*er  cooling  gruel,  and  compofing  tea: 

Nor  refls  by  night,  but,  more  finccre  than  nice, 

%iitftjakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice:  8o 

Doubly,  like  echo,  found  is  her  delight. 

And  the  Uj}  n^ord  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is  't  not  enough  plaguer,  v.ars,  and  famines,  rife 

To  lafh  our  crimes,  but  mufl  our  wives  be  nx-i/e? 

Famine,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumber'd  throng  85 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong: 
What  black,  what  cea/eJefs  cares  beficge  our  ftate  1 
What  (Irokes  we  feel  from^;;.^,  and  (rom  fate  ! 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  iVrikes  the  blow; 
We  make  misfortune ;  fuicides  in  woe.  90 

Superfluous  aid !   unneceflary  fkill ! 
Is  nature  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midnight,  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  death ! )  with  folcmn  knell. 
On  Fclifs  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,  95 

Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  from  home  ? 
Men  drop  fo  fail,  ere  life's  mid  flage  we  tread. 
Few  know  fo  many  friends  alive,  as  dead* 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chace 
We  pre(s  coy  Fortune  with  unflacken'd  pace ;         ico 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  feek. 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week : 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Betweenyi/zV/j;  zxxA  f.erce  dcfre. 

Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  r  J05 

Bat  one',  a  female  friend's  endearing  fmile; 

A  tender 
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A  tender  fmile,  our  forrows'  only  balm. 
And,  in  life's  tempeft,  the  faJ  failor's  calm. 

How  have  I  feen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigh. 
Peace  in  her  air,  perfuafion  in  her  eye;  no 

Victorious  tendernefs  1  it  all  o'ercame, 
Hujlands  look'd  mild,  zxi^fauages  grew  tame. 
The  Sylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  purfue; 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete;        1 1  r 
There  Mafter  Betty  leaps  a  nve-barr'd  gate; 
While  fair  Mifs  Charles  to  toilets  is  confin'd. 
Nor  raflily  tempts  the  barbarous  fun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  affedl  a  more  heroic  breed. 
And  volt  from  hunters  to  the  managed  J}  eed\  120 

Command  his  prancings  with  a  martial  air. 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  Fair. 

More  than  one  fteed  muft  Delia's  empire  feel, 
Who  fits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  nvheel; 
And  as  fhe  guides  it  through  th'  admiring  throng;  12c 
With  what  an  air  Ihe  fmacks  t\iQjilken  thong  ! 
Graceful  as  John,  fhe  moderates  the  reins. 
And  whillles  fweet  her  diuretic  flrains: 
Sefollris  like,  fuch  charioteers  as  thefe 
-May  drive  fix  hamefs'd  monarch; y  if  they  pleafe:   130 
They  drive,  ro-xv,  run,  with  love  of  glory  fmit. 
Leap,  /ivim,  Jhoot  fiying,  and  pronounce  on  nuit. 
O'er  the  Bellc-lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains : 
With  legs  tofs'd  high,  on  her  fophec  fhe  fits,  135 

VouchfaJing  audience  to  contending  wits : 

Of 
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Of  each  performance  (he's  the  £nal  teft; 

Oae  acl  read  o*er,  (he  prophefies  the  reft; 

And  then,  pronouncing  urlth  deciiive  air, 

y\il\y  convinces  all  the  xawn-^^^ i  fair,  i^ 

Had  lovely  Daphne  Hecatcfla's  face. 

How  would  her  elegance  of  tafte  decreaCe  1 

Some  ladies*  y«i(f«/a/  in  xhcir/ttajur^j  lies. 

And  all  their  giautj  fparkles  from  their  rjej. 

Bat  hold,  (he  cries,  lampooner!  have  a  care;     145 
Mttft  I  ^'i^^  common  fenfe,  becaufe  i  'm  fair : 
O  no:  fee  Stella;  her  e;a  (hine  as  bright. 
As  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  £re  1 
SJic  feems  infpir'd,  and  can  heiielf  inipire:  150 

How  then  (if  malice  rol'd  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publifh,  and  could  (be  forbear  ? 
W'c  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  io/ck/?, 
Xsor  is 't  a  (anftion  for  impertinence. 

Sempronia  lik'd  her  man;  and  well  flic  migh^;  155 
The  youth  in  perfon,  and  in  parts,  was  bright; 
Po(lcfs*d  of  every  of  virtue,  grace,  and  art. 
That  claims  juft  empire  o'er  the  female  heart: 
He  met  her  pafiion^  ail  her  (igas  retum'd, 
J. '.At  in  fidl  rage  of  youthful  ardour,  bum'd:         160 
Large  his  po0c^on5,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Their  bliii  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town : 
The  day  was  Ex'd,  when,  widi  one  acre  more. 
In  ftepp'd  deformed,  dcbauch'd,  difeas'd,  three/cere. 
The  fatal  icqucl  I,  through  (hame,  forbear:  165 

0/ pride  and  a'vanu  who  can  cure  the  fair  I 

Man's 
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Man's  rich  with  Utile,  were  his  javigment  true ; 
Nature  is  frugal,  ajadher  wonti  axe  few; 
Thofe  few  wauts  anfvver'd,  bring  iincere  delights; 
But  fools  create  themfelvcs  new  appetites;  j-o 

Fancy  and  pride  feek  things  at  vail  expcnce> 
\^'hich  relilh  not  to  nrajca,  uqt  Xofiufe. 
"When/nydff  or  tutilasi/ulMc/},  dcilroys. 
In  tta:urt's  narrow  fphjcre,  our  folid  joys, 
in/aai.ys  airy  land  of  uciie  and  ihow,  ij*- 

Where  nought  hut  drcanis,  no  real  pleafures  grow; 
L:i€  cats  ik  air-fu.mfSy  to  iuhliil  we  llrive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  ibul  alive. 
Lemira's  fickj  makeiuite;  the  doctor  call : 
He  comes;  but  whexe's  his  patient?  At  the  ball.    jSq 
The  do^cr  itares;  her  woman  curx'fies  low,    ' 
And  cries,  **  My  Lady>  Sir,  is  always  fo: 
**  Div.  put  her  m;Uadies  to  iiight; 

True,  Ihe  can't /'tiiu/,  but  the  Ciin  JoMa  all  night: 

I've  known  my  Lady  (for  ihe  lovtis  a  tune)         19^ 

Yox  fe-vin  take  an  opera  in  June : 
"  And,  though  perhaps  you'll  thii'ik  the  praiilice  boldj. 
"  A  midnight  Park  is  ibvereiirn  lor  a  aUi 

o  o 

•*  With  fo/av,  hreakf.Uls  at" green  txuit  agree; 

•«  With  indlgtjikast,  fupper  jull  at  three."  190 

A  rtrange  alternative,  replies  Sir  Hans, 

Mull  women fhavc  a  Joder,  or  a  damce? 

Though  fick  to  death,  ahrcad  they  fa^cly  roam. 

But  droop  and  die,  iu  perfci^  health,  at  beau: 

For  want— but  not  of  health,  axe  ladies  ill;  195 

And  tkktts  cure  beyond  the  d»&mr*i  6iIJ, 

Alas, 


€t 
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Alas,  my  heart !  how  languifhingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls  \   With  what  a  tender  air  ! 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when. 
O'er  darling  lines,  fell  Gibber  waves  his  pen.         20© 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  *  Veny  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  malk  forbid  ? 
•*  Late  fitting-up  has  turn'd  her  rofes  white.'* 
Why  went  Ihe  not  to  bed  ?  ''  Becaufe  'twas  nighty 
Did  l"he  then  dance,  or  play?  "  Nor  this,  nor  that."  205 
Well  night  foon  fteals  away  in  pleafmg  chat. 
"  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  (lie  rather  chofe; 
*'  Than  be  that  wretch  to  flecp  till  morning  rofe.** 
Then  Lady  Cynthia,  miftrefs  of  the  fhade. 
Goes,  with  \kit  fajhionable  owls,  to  bed:  210 

This  htx pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies; 
Her  foul  is  filly,  but  her  body's  wife. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive. 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  o{  fifty -fin;  e. 
You,  in  the  morning,  2.fiair  nymph  invite;  215 

To  keep  her  word,  a  broivn  one  comes  at  night; 
Next  day  fhe  fhines  in  gloffy  hlack\  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  fhe  fhifts  her  tranfient  charms. 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms.  22O 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lafs; 
Nor  finds  that  one,  but  in  her  looking-glafs : 
Yet  Laura's  beautiful  to  fuch  excefs. 
That  all  her  art  fcarce  makes  her  pleafe  us  lefs. 

•  Lap-dog. 

To 
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To  deck  the  female  cheek,  HE  only  knows,  225 

Who  paints  lefs  fair  the  lily  and  the  rc/e. 

How  gay  they  fmile  !   Such  bleflings  nature  pours, 
O'eriiockM  mankind  enjoy  but  half  ner  ilores : 
In  diftant  wilds,  "by  human  eyes  unfeen. 
She  rears  her  flowers,  and  fpreads  her  velvet  green:  230 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  defart  trace. 
And  'vuajie  their  mufic  on  the  favage  race. 
Is  nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blifs  ? 
Repine  we  guiltlej's  in  a  world  like  this  ? 
But  our  lewd  taftes  her  lawful  charms  refufe,  23  r 

And  painted  art'^s  deprav'd  allurements  chufe. 
Such  Fulvia's  paffion  for  the  town;  frefh  air 
(An  odd  efFedl!)  gives  vapours  to  the  fair; 
Green  fields,  and  ihady  groves,  and  cryflal  fprings. 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odious  things  j     240 
But  fmoke,  and  duft,  and  noife,  and  crowds,  delight 
And  to  be  prefs'd  to  death,  tranfports  her  quite: 
"Where  filver  rivulets  play  through  flowery  meads. 
And  ivocdbines  give  their  fweets,  and  limes  their  fliades. 
Black  kennels'  abfent  odours  flie  regrets,  24c 

And  ftops  her  nofe  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  ftormy  life  preferred  to  the  ferene  ? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  fcene  ? 
Retir^dy  we  tread  a  fmooth  and  open  way ; 
Through  briars  and  brambles  in  the  ijuorldwt  flray;  150 
5/{^oppofition,  and  perplexed  debate. 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  zxi^ftinging  hate. 
Which  choak  our  pafl'age,  our  career  controal. 
And  wound  the  iirmeft  temper  of  our  foul. 

O  facred 
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O  facrcd  folltude !  divine  retreat !  2^5 

Choice  of  the  Prudent !  envy  of  the  Great ! 

By  thy  pure  ftream,  or  in  thy  waving  fhade. 

We  court  fair  Wifdom,  that  celeftial  maid: 

The  genuine  offspring  of  her  lov'd  embrace, 

(Strangers  on  earth  !)   are  innocence  a.nd peace  :        260 

^herey  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  fafe  afhore. 

We  fmile  to  hear  the  dillant  tempell  roar; 

Therif  blefs'd  with  health,  with  bufmefs  unperplex'd, 

^bis  life  we  relifh,  and  enfure  the  next ; 

M'here  too  the  Mufes  fport;  thefe  numbers  free,       265 

•Pierian  Eaftbur)' !   I  owe  to  thee. 

There  fport  the  Mufes;  but  not  there  alone: 
Their  facred  force  Amelia  feels  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit; 
A  wit  herfdf,  Amelia  weds  a  wit :  270 

Both  wits  1   though  miracles  are  faid  to  ceafe. 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days !  they  livM  in  peace; 
With  the  fourth  fun  a  warm  difpute  arofe. 
On  Durfey's  poefy,  and  Bunyan's  profe: 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force,  275 

And  the  fifth  morn  concluded  the  divorce. 

Phoebe,  though  fhe  poflefles  nothing  lefs. 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happinefs : 
Laborioufly  purfues  delufivc  toys. 
Content  with  pains,  /mce  they're  reputed  joys.       280 
With  what  well-acted  tranfport  will  fhe  fay, 
**  Well,  fure,  we  were  (o  hzppy  yejler^ay  / 
*'  And  then  that  charming  party  for  fo-ntorroTv /** 
Though,  well  fhe  knows,  'twill  languifh  into  forrow  • 

But 
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But  fhe  dares  never  boaH:"  the /r^«/  hour;  285 

So  grofs  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power: 

For  fuch  is  or  our  weaknefs,  or  our  curfe. 

Or  rather  fuch  our  crime,  which  ilill  is  worfe. 

The  prefent  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  Ihun, 

And  ne'er  enjoy,  becaufe  it  is  our  ousn,  29a 

Pleafures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy; 
Pleafure,  like  quickfilver^  is  bright ^  and  coy ; 
We  ftrive  to  grafp  it  with  our  utmoU  fkill. 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  ftill: 
If  feiz'd  at  laft,  compute  your  mighty  gains;  29c 

What  is  it,  but  rank  poifon  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glafs  an  angel  fpies. 
Pride  whifpers  in  her  ear  pernicious  lyes; 
Tells  her,  while  (he  furveys  a  face  fo  fine. 
There's  no  fatiety  of  charms  divine:  300 

Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang'd  appears 
Her  temper,  and  Ihe  melts  (fweet  foul !)  in  tears: 
She,  fond  and  young,  lafl  week,  her  wilh  enjoy'd. 
In  foft  amufement  all  the  night  employ 'd; 
The  morning  came,  when  Strephon,  waking,  found  305 
(Surprizing  fight !)   his  bride  in  forrow  drown'd. 
"  What  miracle,  fays  Strephon,  makes  thee  weep  ? 
*'  Ah,  barbarous  man",  ihe  cries,  "  how  could  you— 
*' Jleep?'' 

Men  love  a  mijfre/sy  as  they  love  zfea/i'y 
How  grateful  one  to  totahy  and  one  to  tajle  !  310 

Yet  fure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day. 
We  wilh  our  miflrefs,  and  our  meat,  away : 

But 
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But  foon  the  fated  appetites  return. 

Again  our  ftoinachs  crave,  our  bofomsburn: 

Eternal  Love  let  man,  then,  never  fwear;  31^ 

Let  women  never  triumphy  nor  defpair'y 

Nor  praife,  nor  blame,  too  much,  the  warm,  or  chill; 

Hunger  and  Love  are  foreign  to  the  w/7/. 

There  is  indeed  a  paflion  more  refin'd. 
For  thofe  few  nymphs  whofe  charms  arc  of  the  mind :  320 
But  not  of  that  unfalhionable  fet 
Is  Phyllis;  Phyllis  and  her  Damon  met. 
Eternal  Love  exadlly  hits  her  tafte; 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  leaj}^ 
Embracing  Phyllis  with  foft-fmiling  eyes,  3*5 

Eternal  Love  I  vow,  the  fwain  replies : 
But  fay,  my  AlU  my  Mijire/s,  and  my  Friend! 
What  day  next  week  th'  Eternity  fhall  endP 

Some  nymphs  prefer  ajlronomy  to  love:; 
Elope  from  mortal  man,  and  range  above,  330 

The  fair  philofophcr  to  Rowley  Hies, 
Where,  in  a  boxt  the  whole  creation  lies : 
She  fees  the  planets  in  their  turns  advance. 
And  fcorns,  Poitier,  tiiy  fublunary  dance : 
Of  Defaguliers  Ihe  befpeaks  frefn  air;  335 

And  Whiflon  has  engagements  with  the  fair. 
What  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries  ! 
'Tis  not  in  air-pumps  the  gay  Colonel  dies. 
But  though  to-day  this  rage  of  fcience  reigns, 
(O  fickle  fex  1)  foon  end  her  learned  pains.  340 

Lo !   Pug  from  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got. 
Turns  out  the  ftars,  and  Newton  is  a  fot. 

To 
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To  — —  turn ;  (he  ne\^er  took  the  height 
Of  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right. 
She  llrikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind,    345 
While  puzzled  Learning  blunders  far  behind. 
Graceful  to  fight,  and  elegant  to  thought. 
The  great  are  vanquiih'd,  and  the  ijai/e  are  taught. 
Her  breeding  finilh'd,  and  her  temper  fvveet. 
When  ferious,  eafy  ;  and  when  gay,  difcreet ;         350 
In  glittering  fcenes,  o'er  her  own  heart,  fevere ; 
In  crouds,  collev^ed  ;  and  in  courts,  fmcere; 
Sincere,  and  warm,  with  zeal  well-underftood. 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good; 
Yet,  not  fuperior  to  her  kxh  cares,  ^cc 

The  mode  fhe  fixes  by  the  gown  flie  wears^ 
Q{ fdks  and  china  fhe's  the  laft  appeal; 
In  thefe  gr^at  points  fhe  kads  the  commonweal  ; 
And  if  difputes  of  empire  rife  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Colberteen,  360 

'Tis  doubt  1   'tis  darknefs !  till  fufpended  fate 
AfTumes  her  nod,  to  clofe  the  grand  debate. 
When  fuch  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  exprefs 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  drefs  ? 

But  oh  !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  t\^  Jkies,  365 
And,  gratis,  clears  religious  myfteries, 
Refolv'd  the  churches  welfare  to  enfure. 
And  make  her  family  2iji?ie-cure  : 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  fhe '11  not  forget. 
But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet ;  370 

In  thofe  licentious  meetings  adls  the  prude. 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 

Vol.  LX.  K  Vv'hat 
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What  ano:c!s  would  thofe  be,  who  thus  excel 

In  theologies,  could  theyy^'w;  as  well  1 

Yet  why  ihould  not  the  fair  her  text  purfue?  375 

.Can  fhe  more  decently  the  doclor  woo? 

'Tis  hard,  too,  flie  who  makes  no  ufc  but  chat 

Of  her  religion,  fhould  be  barr'd  in  that. 

Ifaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  ftrain. 
When  he  has  knock 'd  at  his  own  fkull  in  vain,        380 
To  beauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  light  it  at  \.\iefair, 

0  how  his  pious  foul  exults  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  womankind  ! 

Charm'd  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he  385 
Hangs  on  her  bloomy  like  an  induftrious  bee-y 
Hums  round  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
Extrads  fweet  wifdom  from  fo  fair  difio^er  ! 

T\it  young  and  ga^)  declining,  Appia  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  n.vife :  390 

By  nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dovey 
She  impioufly  prefers  the  ^i.vo)-ld  to  Icve. 

Can  wealth  give  happinefs  ?  look  round,  and  fee 
What  gay  diftrefs !  what  fplcndid  mifery  ! 
Whatever  fortune  lavillily  can  pour,  395 

The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat;  believe  not  what  it  fays; 
J. ike  any  lord,  \\.  promifes^^iw^  pays', 

1  low  will  the  mifcr  ftartle,  to  be  told 

Of  fuch  a  wonder,  as  infolvent  gold  !  400 

What  nature  nxants  has  an  intrinfic  weight; 
All  more  is  but  the  fafliion  of  the  plate. 

Which, 
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Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  view ; 
It  charms  us  ko-iv  ;  anon  we  cafl  anew; 
To  fome  frefti  birth  oi fancy  more  inclin'd:  ^05 

Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Miftaken  lovers,  who  make  nvorth  their  care. 
And  think  accomplifhments  will  win  the  fair: 
Th.Q  fair  'tis  true,  hy  genius  fhould  be  won, 
Asfoivers  unfold  their  beauties  to  the  fun;  ai^ 

And  yet  in  female  fcales  a  fop  out-weighs. 
And  wit  muft  wear  the  "jjillo-xv  and  the  Says, 
Nought  Ihines  fo  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy; 

The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  play'd,  41  <; 
And  kiird  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  his  maid; 
.For  him,  as  yet  unhang 'd,  fhe  fpreads  her  charms. 
Snatches  the  dear  deftroyer  to  her  arms; 
And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amifs) 
The  ma/2  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this,  ^2& 

If  you  refent,  and  wiih  a  iL'o?nan  ill, 
^ut  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  nvilL 

The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  ftate. 
Who  was  not  born  to  carry  her  own  weight; 
She  lolls,  reels,  flaggers,  till  fome  foreign  aid        4.2  c 
To  her  own  ftature  lifts  the  feeble  maid. 
Then,  if  ordain'd  to  iofvere  a  doom. 
She,  by  juft  Hagcs,  Journeys  round  the  room; 
But,  knowing  her  own  v/eaknefs,  flie  defpairs 
To  fcale  the  Alps — that  is,  afcend  the  fairs.  43* 

My  fan  !  let  others  fay,  who  laugh  at  toil; 
Fan!  hood!   glove!  fcnrf!  b  her  lacovir  f^]c; 

K  2  '      A^i 
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And  that  is  fpoke  with  fuch  a  dying  fall. 

That  Betty  ratherytr/,  than  hears  the  call: 

The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye,  435 

Piece  out  th*  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 

O  lillen  with  attention  mo!l  profound ! 

Her  voice  is  but  the  (hadow  of  a  found. 

And  help  !   oh  help  !   her  fpirits  are  fo  dead. 

One  hand  fcarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head.  440 

l^,  there,  a  ftubborn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er. 

She  panis !   (lie  finks  away  1  and  is  no  more. 

Let  the  robuft  and  the  gigantic  car've. 

Life  is  not  worth  fo  much,  fhe'd  X2j0[\tx  Jlar-ve  : 

But  chew  (he  mull  herfelf;  ah  cruel  fate  !  445 

That  Rofaiinda  can't  by  proxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  heaven  1)   againll  \.\\e  poij'cn  of  their  eyes. 

Thalellris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mien; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phrafe  obfcene.  450 

In  fair  and  open  dealing  where's  the  (hame  ? 
What  nature  dares  to  gi've,  fhe  dares  to  name. 
This  honej}  felloiv  is  fincere  and  plain. 
And  juflly  gives  the  jealous  hufband  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  taf^.  to  petticoats  affign'd,  455 

If  wanton  language  Ihews  a  naked  mind.) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence. 
An  oath  fupplies  the  vacancies  of  fenfe. 
l-Iark !   the  Ihrill  notes  tranfpierce  the  yielding  air. 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  echoes  how  to  fwear.  460 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  fimple  fwain  ; 
i:h.e,  on  the  Chriilian  Syflem,  is  prophane. 

But 


LOVE    OF    FAME,    Sat.  V.  133 

But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear. 

Believe  her  drefsy  fhe's  not  a  grenadier. 

If  thunder's  awful,  how  much  more  our  dread,       465 

When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  ftead  ? 

A  lady  ?  pardon  my  miftaken  pen, 

A  fnamelefs  woman  is  the  worft  o'i  men. 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  Juft  pretence; 
Good-breeding  is  the  blofTom  of  good-fenfe  ;  470' 

The  laft  refult  of  an  accomplifh'd  mind. 
With  outward  grace,  the  body''s  'virtue^  join'd. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns ; 
And  nymphs  {qx  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinefe  painters  modern,  toajis  agree,  475 

The  point  they  aim  at  is  deformity : 
They  thrc-iv  their  perfons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Acrofs  the  room,  and  tofs  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone. 
They,  for  our  manners,  have  exchang'd  their  own.  48a 
The  modell  look,  the  calHgated  grace. 
The  gentle  movement,  and  flow-meafur*d  pace. 
For  which  her  lovers  dy^dy  her  parents  pay^d^, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  ?nadern  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad;  but  let  not  worfe  intrude*        485 
Nor  conq[uer  art  2in6.  nature,,  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  ta  its  height,. 

And  Lady  D 's  felfwill.be  polite. 

Ye  rifms:  fair  1   ye  bloom  of  Britain's  ifle  ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  foften'd  fmile,.         490 
Leads  on  your  train,  and  fparkles  at  your  head. 
What  feems  moil  hard,  is,  not  to  be  well-bred.. 

K  5.  Her 
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Her  bright  example  with  fuccefs  purfue^ 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  due. 

But  adoration  !  give  me  fomething  more,  491;, 

Cries  Lyce,  on  the  borders  of  three/core  : 
Nought  treads  fo  filent  as  the  foot  of  time ; 
Hence  we  millake  our  auturmi  for  our  prime ; 
'Tis  greatly  wife  to  know,  before  we're  told. 
The  melancholy  news,  that  we  gro-xv  old.  50a 

Autumnal  Lyce  carries  in  her  face 
MtmerUQ  mori  tO  each  public  place. 
O  how  your  beating  bread  a  miftrefs  warms. 
Who  looks  through  fpewlacles  to  fee  your  charms? 
While  rival  undertaken  hover  round,  505. 

And  with  his  fpade  \}\tfexton  marks  the  ground. 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others'  doom. 
She  plans  new  conquefls,  and  defrauds  the  tomb. 
In  vain  th'j  cock  has  fummon'dy^r//fj  away. 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blafts  the  bloom  of  day.      510 
Gay  rainbow  filks  her  mellow  charms  infold. 
And  nought  of  Lyce  but  herfelfh  old. 
Her  grizzled  locks  afiume  difmirhing  grace. 
And  art  has  le'veVd  her  deep  furrow'd  face. 
Her  ftrange  demand  no  mortal  can  approve,  515 

We'll  afk  her  hlejjing,  but  can't  afk  her  lo've. 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  may  decline 
(All  ladies  but  herfelf )  at  ninety-nine. 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  facred  age 
Of  prudent  Portia!   Her  grey  hairs  engage 'y  520 

Whofe  thoughts  are  fuited  to  her  life's  decline: 
Virtue's  the  paint  that  can  with  nxrinkUj  fhine. 

That, 
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That,  and  that  only,  can  old  age  Aiftain ; 

Which  y€t  all  wifh,  nor  know  they  wiih  for  pain. 

Not  numerous  are  our  joys,  when  life  is  new;         525, 

And  yearly  fome  are  falling  of  \\itfeujy 

But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  llage,- 

And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age. 

They  drop  apace,  by  nature  fome  decay. 

And  Come  the  blafl^s  o{ fortune  fweep  away  ;>  mo^ 

TiH,  naked  quite  of  happinefs,  aloud 

We  call  for  death,  2iXi6.  Jhelter  in  a  fhroud. 

Where's  Portia  now? — But  Portia  left  behind 

Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 

What  heart  untouched  their  early  grief  can  view,     ^3^ 

Like  blulhing  rofe-buds  dipp'd  in  morning  dew? 

Who  into  Iheiter  takes  their  tender  bloom. 

And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to  come  ? 

The  mind,  when  turn'd  adrift,  no  rules  to  guide. 

Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide ;  ^^ 

Fancy  and  pajjton  tofs  it  to  and  fro ; 

A  while  torment,  and  then  quite^wi  in  woe. 

Ye  beauteous  orphans,  fince  in  filent  dull 

Your  bed  example  lies,  my  precepts  trull. 

Life  fwarm.s  with  ills;  the  boldejl  are  afraid;  544; 

Where  then  is  fafety  for  a  tender  maid? 

Unfit  for  conflict,  round  befet  with  woes, 

And  7nan,  whom  leail  Ihe  fears,,  her  woril  of  foes! 

When  kind,  mofl  cruel;  when  oblig'd  the  mod. 

The  leail  obliging;  and  by  favours  loll.  550- 

Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindnefs  hate ; 

And  fcorn  you  for  thofe  ills  them/elves  create. 

K.  4.  If 
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If  on  your  fame  our  fex  a  blot  has  thrown, 
*TwLll  ever  rtick,  through  malice  of  your  oivn. 
Moll  hard  1  in  pleafing  your  c\\\^i glory  lies  ;  555 

And  yet  from  pleafing  your  chief  dangers  rife : 
Then  pleafe  the  BcJ}\  and  know,  for  men  of  fenfe. 
Your  ftrongell  charms  are  native  innocence. 
jirti  on  the  nnind,  like  paijit  upon  the  face. 
Fright  him,  that's  worth  your  love,  from  your  em- 
brace. 560 
\ti  fimple  manners  all  the  fecret  lies; 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you'll  be  bleft  and  wife. 
"W^xajhenv  and  ncije  intoxicate  the  brain,. 
Begin  with  gid'dinefsy  and  end  in  pain. 
Affedl  not  empty  fame,  and  idle  praife,  565 
Which,  all  thofe  wretches  I  defcribe,  betrays. 
Your  fex's  glory  'tis,  to  (hine  unknciion'. 
Of  all  applaufe,  be  fondeft  of  you  onvn. 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  ?mnd!  that  thirft 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  curft  :  570 
To  drink  of  pkajurey  but  inflames  defire  ; 
And  ablliuence  alone  can  quench  the  fire ; 
Take  pair,  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb ; 
Give  peace  in  hand\  and  promife  blifs  to  conie» 


SATIRE 
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SATIRE       VI. 

O    N 

WO       iM       EN. 

INSCRIBED     TO 

The  Right  Hon.  the  Lady  ELIZABETH  GERMAIN^ 

•*  Interdum  tamen  Si  tollit  comcedia  vocem." 

HoR-.. 

T  SOUGHT  a  patronefs,  but  fought  in  vain. 
Apollo  whifper'd  in  my  ear — "  Germain." — 
I  know  her  nou — "  Your  reafon's  fomewhat  odd; 
"  Who  knows  his  patron^  now  ?"  reply 'd  the  god, 
**  Men  write,  to  me,  and  to  the  nvorld,  unknown;        ^ 
"  Then  Ileal  great  names>to  fhield  them  from  the  town  i 
"  Deteded  iL-orthy  like  beauty  difarray'd> 
**  To  covert  flies,  of /raZ/i' itfelf  afraid  : 
"  Should  y^(?  refufe  to  patronize  your  lays, 
"  In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  her praife.  lo 

"  Nor  think  it  hard  fo  great  a  length  to  run  ; 
"  When  fuch  the  theme,  'tv,iU  eafily  he  done." 

Ye  fair  !   to  draw  your  excellence  at  length. 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  ftrength ;. 
You,  here,  in  miniature  your  pidlure  fee;  \c 

Nor  hope  from  Zinck  more  juitice  than  from  me» 

My 
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My  portraits  grace  your  ;/;/W,  as  his  your  Jide; 
His  portraits  will  injiamey  mine  quench^  your  pride ; 
He's  deary  yon  frugal',  choofe  my  cheaper  lay; 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay,  2C 

Lavinia  is  polltCy  but  not  prophane ; 
To  church  as  conftant  as  to  Drury-lane. 
She  decently,  in  form,,  pays  heaven  its  duej 
And  makes  w  civil  vifit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  folemn  air,  25 

Conceals  her  face,  which //t^j  for  d. prayer: 
Curt'fies  to  curt'fies,  then,  with  grace,  fucceed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creed. 
Or  if  fhe  joins  the  Service,  'tis  \.ofpeak\ 
Through  dreadful yz/^«rf  the  pent  heart  might  break;  3a 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  a^^vay 
To  God  himfelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pray, 
Biitfwert  their  accent,  and  their  air  refn*d; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mankind : 
When  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well,  35, 

Satan  himfelf  will  toll  the  parifli  bell. 

Acquamted  with  the  world,  and  quite  well- bred>. 
Drufa  receives  her  vifitants  in  bed; 
But,  chafte  as  ice,  this  Vefta,  to  defy 
The  very  blacked  tongue  of  calumny.  40 

When  from  the  fheets  her  lovely  form  (he  lifts. 
She  begs  yoxx  jujl  would /«?-« ^om,  while  (he  Jhiftj. 

Thofe  charms  are  greateft  which  decline  the  fight, 
^hat  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 
^/bere  is  no  nvoman,  ^uobere  there's  no  referiig^  45 

And  'tis  on  plmty  your  poor  lovers ^^--z/f. 

Bttt 
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But  with  a  modem  fair,  meridian  merit 

Is  a  fierce  thing,  they  call  a  nymph  of  fpirit. 

Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye; 

And  tread  on  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh,  50 

**  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard  *, 

*  Or  dare  defy  the  fell  Hyrcanian  pard,.. 

'*  Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Ruffian  bear," 

Firft  make  your  nvill,  and  then  con^verfe  with  her. 

This  lady  glories  in  profufe  expence;  5^ 

And  thinks  difiraSion  is  magnificence. 

To  beggar  her  gallant,  is  feme  delight; 

To  be  more  fatal  fHll,  is  exquiftei 

Had  ever  nymph  fuch  fuch  reafon  to  ht  glad  ? 

In  duel  fell  two  lovers;  one  run  tnad.  60 " 

UtT  fees  their  honeft  execrations  pour; 

Her  lo'vers  only  lliould  detejl  her  more. 

Flavia  is  conftant  to  her  old  gallant. 
And  generoufly  fupports  him  in  his  want* 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  fnare,  65^ 

A  hell,  no  lady  fo  polite  can  bear. 
She's  faithful,  fhe's  obfervant,  and  with  pains 
Her  angel-brood  of  hajiards  fhe  maintains. 
Nor  leaft  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead. 
But  that  oi guilt,  above  the  marriage-bed,  JCP 

Amafia  hates  a  prude,  and  fcorns  reftraint; 
Whate'er  (he  is,  fhe '11  not  appear  a  faint: 
Her  foul  fuperior  flies  formality ; 
So  gay  her  air,  her  condud  is  fo  free. 


Shakefpeare^ 


Some 
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Some  might  fufpcdl  the  nymph  not  ouer-good-^        yz 
Nor  would  they  be  miftakcn,  if  they  ihould. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs; 
Her  culhion's  thread-bare  with  her  conftant  prayers. 
Her  only  grief  i.s  that  flie  cannot  be 
At  once  engag'd  in  prayer  and  charity,  8a 

And  this,  to  do  her  julHce,  mufl  be  faid, 
*'  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid?'* 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed; 
For  where's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bed  ? 
If  no  difeafe  reduce  her  pride  before,  8c 

Lavinia  will  be  ravilli'd  at  threefcore. 
Then  (he  fubmits  to  venture  in  the  dark  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  her  fpark. 

Lucia  thinks  happinefs  confifts  in  Hate; 
She  weds  an  ic/iot,  but  fhe  cats  in  p/aie.  co> 

The  goods  of  fortune,  which  her  foul  poflcfs. 
Are  but  the  ground  of  unmade  happinefs ; 
The  rude  material :  ivifdotn  add  to  tbis^ 
Wifdom,  the  fole  artificer  of  blifs; 
$he  from  herfclf,  if  fo  compell'd  by  need,.  5^5, 

Oi  thin  content  can  draw  the  fubtle  thread; 
But  (no  detra(f\ion  to  her  facred  f/cill) 
Jf  fhe  can  work  in  gold,  'tis  better  ftilL 

If  Tullia  had  been  bicft  with  half  \icr  fcnfe,, 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence :  100 

But  fince  fhe  can  make  error  fhinc  fo  bright. 
She  thinks  it  ^vulgar  to  defend  the  right.. 
With  underllanding  fhe  is  quite  o'er-run; 
And  by  too  great  accomplifhments  undone : 

With 
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With  fkill  fhe  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue,  105 

For  ever  molt  di~uinely  in  the  -ivrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  Ihould  a  woman  be; 
But  veil  her  very  <^^J^t  with  modefiy : 
Let  man  dij'cr>^jery  let  not  her  difplavy 
But  yield  her  charms  cf  mind  with  fweet  delav.         1 10 

For  pleafure  form'd,  perverfely  fome  believe. 
To  make  themfelves  important y  men  m\x^  grieve, 
Lefbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord. 
Pretends,  the  fop  fhe  laughs  at,  is  ador'd. 
In  vain  fhe's  proud  of  fecret  innocence ;  1 1  - 

The  fa(fc  fhe  feigns  were  fcarce  a  worfe  offence. 

Mira,  endow 'd  with  every  charm  to  blefs, 
Kas  no  defign,  but  on  her  hufband's  peace : 
He  lov'd  her  much;  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  fmall  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd.  120 

<*  Kow  charming  this !" — The  pleafure  lalled  long; 
Nov/  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  Itrong: 
At  lafl  he  found  the  charmer  orAy  feigned'. 
And  was  diverted  when  Yvq  Jhould  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  Itore  ?      1 25 
Kow  tedious  life,  now  (he  can  plague  no  more  1 
Ske  tries  a  thoufand  arts ;  but  none  fucceed : 
She's  forc'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed: 
Thus  ftritSlly  prov'd  this  virtuous,  loving  -^vife. 
Her  hufband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life,  130 

Anxious  Melania  rifes  to  my  view. 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Vifit,  prefent,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore; 
Her  majefly,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 

His 
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His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fill,  135 

As  unoil'd  hinges,  queruloufly  fhrill. 

**  You  went  laft  night  with  Celia  to  the  ball." 

You  prove  it  falfe.     *'  Not  go  !  that's  worll  of  all." 

Nothing  can  pleafe  her,  nothing  not  inflame; 

And  arrant  contradidions  are  ihtjarxe.  140 

Her  lover  muft  he /ad,  to  pleafe  her  fpleen.; 

His  minh  is  an  inexpiable  fm : 

Por  of  all  ri-vals  that  can  pain  her  breaft. 

There's  onsy  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  red; 

To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  moil  dreadful  ihelf  145 

Is  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himfelf. 

And  this,  becaufe  Hie's  exquifitely  fair: 
Should  I  difpute  her  beauty,  how  fhe'd  flare? 
How  would  Melania  be  furpriz'd  to  hear 
She's  quite  deform'd?   And  yet  the  cafe  is  clear;    150 
What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine. 
Through  which  the  mind's  all -gentle  graces  fhine  ? 
They,  like  the  fun,  irradiate  all  between ; 
The  body  charms  becaufe  the  foul  isjeen. 
Hence,  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face,  155 

They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace.: 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bear:; 
Some,  none  rejiji  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Arpafia's  highly  born,  and  nicely  bred. 
Of  talle  refin'd,  in  life  and  manners  read;  160 

Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  fuperior  fenfe. 
But  to  be  teaz^d  by  her  own  excellence. 
**  Folks  are  fo  aukward  !  Things  fo  unpolite  I** 
She's  elegantly  pain'd  from  morn  till  night. 

Her 
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Her  delicacy's  fhock'd  where-e'er  fhe  goes;  165 

Each  creature'' s  imperfeilions  are  her  nxoes^ 

Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  diftrcH, 

And  pour'd  fuch  bleffnigs — that  (he  can^t  be  bleft. 

Ah  !   why  fo  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy  fpring  ? 
Thou  Jhiningy  frail,  ador'^J,  and  njoretched  thing ;    1 70 
Old-age  njoill  come ;  difeafe  may  come  before ; 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  three/core. 
Thy  fortune,  and  thy  charms,  may  foon  decay: 
But  grant  thckfugiti'ves  prolong  their  flay. 
Their  bafis  totters,  their  foundation  ihakes ;  i  y^ 

Life,  that  fupports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks; 
Then  njurought  into  the  foul  let  virtues  fhine ; 
The  ground  eternal,  as  the  it'o-i  divine, 

Julia's  a  manager;  fhe's  born  for  rule; 
And  knows  her  <zu:fer  hufband  is  zfcol;  1 80 

Affemblies  holds,  and  fpins  the  fu6t/e  thread 
That  guides  the  lover  to  his  fair-one's  bed: 
For  difficult  amours  can  fmooth  the  way. 
And  tender  letters  didate,  or  con^vey, 
But,  if  deprived  of  fuch  important  cares,  185 

Her  wifdom  condefcends  to  lefs  affairs. 
For  her  0T.t«  breakfail  ihe'll /ro/><5  a  fcheme^ 
IMor  takeher  /^^  without  2.J}ratagem\ 
Prefides  o'er  trifles  with  Z-ferious  face ; 
Important,  by  the  virtue  of  grimace.  190 

Ladies  fupreme  among  amufements  reign; 
By  nature  born  to  foot  h,  and  entertain. 
Their  prudence  in  a  fhare  of  folly  lies: 
Why  will  they  be  fo  ^'eak,  as  to  be  ^wifef 

Syrena 
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Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes.  195 

And  '^ivith  a  'vengeance  (he  commends,  or  blames, 
Confcious  of  her  difcernment,  which  is  good, 
She  ftrains  too  much  to  make  it  underftoood. 
Wcr  ju(igment  ]xii'^t  \\cx  Jhitence  is  too  flrong  ; 
Bccaufe  flie's  right,  file's  ever  in  the  wrong.  200 

Brunet'ca's  wife  in  adlions,  great,  and  rare : 
But  fcorns  on  trifes  to  bellow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Becaufc  th'  occafion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  trife,  though  it  fmall  appear;         205 
Small  fands  the  mountain,   moments  make  the  year. 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give. 
Or  you  may  die,   before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfafl  with  AUcia,  there  you'll  fee. 
Simplex  munditiisy  to  the  lart  degree :  2IO 

Unlac'd  her  flays,   her  night-gown  is  unty*d. 
And  what  ihe  has  of  head-drefs,  is  afide. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace; 
Unwafh'd  her  hands,    and  much  befnufF'd  her  face. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd  ihe  loves ;  215 

And  would  draw  on  jack-boots,   as  foon  as  gloves. 
Gloves  by  Queen  Befs*s  maidens  might  be  mill; 
Her  bleffed  eyes  ne'er  faw  a  female^. 
Lovers,  beware  !   to  ivound  how  can  (he  fail 
With  fcarlet  finger,  and  long  jetty  nail  ?  220 

For  Harvey,  the  firfl  ic/>  (he  cannot  be. 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond,   the  firll  tvafty   for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  flation  of  renoivn, 
Who  would  not  be  the  grcateil  trapes  in  town  ? 

Women 


235 
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Wkjmen  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight;  225 

Afemalejloven  is  an  odious  fight. 
Fair  Ifabella  is  fo  fond  oifame.. 
That  her  dear  f elf  is  her  eternal  theme; 
Through  hopes  of  contradiclion,  oft  fhe'll  fay, 
**  Methinks  I  look  lb  wretchedly  to-day !"  230 

When  moft  the  world  applauds  you,  m.oft  beware ; 
'Tis  often  lefs  a  blejfing  than  a  Jhare. 
Dirtruft  mankind ;  with  your  Ovvn  heart  confer  ; 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  oi others  raifes  our  renown; 
Our  0IC7Z  as  furely  blows  the  pageant  dovv'n. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim. 
Left  foon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame. 

But  own  I  muft,  in  this  perverted  age. 
Who  moft  dejer-vey  can't  always  moft  engage.  240 

So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  fure. 
It  often  hinders  what  it y^o.v/^  procure. 
Whom  praife  we  moji  ?  The  virtuous,  brave,  and  wile  r 
No ;  wretches,  whom,  in  fecret,  we  defpife. 
And  who  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  the  caufe  ?  24; 

No  rivals  rais'd  by  fuch  di/creet  applaufe; 
And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  ftore. 
By  which  our  fpleen  may  wound  true  worth  the  more. 

Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  all  : 
Can  women,  then,  no  wzy  hnt  hackvsard  fsdU         250 
So  fweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  purfue. 
To  pay  its  lofs,  they  think  all  others y?-'j. 
Who  hold  that  crime  fo  dear,  muft  never  claim 
Of  hijur^d  fnodejly  the  facred  name. 

Vol.  LX.  L  Bur 
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But  Clio  thus:  "  What!  railing  without  end?    255 
*'  Mean  tafk  !  how  much  more  generous  to  commend  !*' 
Yes,  to  commend  as  you  are  wont  to  do. 
My  kind  infiruSor,  and  example  too. 
*'  Daphnis,'*  fays  Clio,  "  has  a  charming  eye  : 
"  What  pity  'tis  her  Ihoulder  is  awry  !  260 

"  Afpafia's  (hapc  indeed — But  then  her  air^ 
«*  The  man  has  parts  who  finds  dellrudlion  there. 
"  Almeria's  wit  lus  fomething  that's  divine; 
*'  And  wit's  enough — how  few  in  all  things  ihine  ! 
"  Selina  ferves  her  friends,  relieves  the  poor—       265 
•*  Who  was  it  faid  Selina's  near  threefcore  t 
**  At  Lucia's  match  I  from  my  foul  rejoice  ; 
**  The  world  congratulates  fo  wife  a  choice  ; 
«'  His  lordfhip's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great— 
*«  But  mortgages  will  fap  the  bell  eftate.  270 

•'  In  Shirley's  form  might  cherubims  appear  ; 
•*  But  then — fhe  has  2l  freckle  on  her  ear,^^ 
Without  a  bu*t  Hortenfia  (he  commends. 

The  firfl  of  women,  and  the  beft  of  friends  ; 

Owns  her  in  perfon,  wit,  fame,  virtue,  bright:      275 

But  how  comes  this  to  pafs  ? — She  dy'd  lad  night. 
Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  fatire  rail : 

Indeed  tbat^i  needlefs,  '\i  fucb  prai/e  prevail. 

And  whence  fuch  praife  ?  Our  virulence  is  thrown 

On  others^  fame,  through  fondnefs  for  our  cwn,     2 80 
Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns  ; 

For  are  not  coronets  a- kin  to  crcnvns  ? 

Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  fublime  addrefs. 

The  height  of  azaricc  and  pride  confefs. 

Yoo 
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You  feek  perfedlions  worthy  of  her  rank  ;  285 

Go,  feek  for  her  perfedlions  at  the  Bank. 

By  wealth  unquench'd,  by  reafon  uncontroul'd. 

For  ever  burns  her  facred  thirfl  of  gold. 

As  fond  of  five-pence,  as  the  verieft  cit ; 

And  quite  as  much  detelled  as  a  ou//.  29a 

Can  gold  calm  paJ[Jiony  or  make  reafon  fhlne  ? 
Can  we  dig  peace,  or  ivifdom,  from  the  mine  ? 
Wifdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  'tis  much  lefs 
To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  happinefs. 
That  happinefs  which  great- ones  often  fee,  29  V 

With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree  ; 
Themfelves  unbleft.     The  poor  are  only  poor ; 
But  what  arc  they  who  droop  amid  their  flore  ? 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  fate ; 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great,  30Q 

Pcafants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings ; 
And  thofe  bell  fatisfied  with  cheapell  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  fenfit 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expence. 
Since  not,  thofe  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong,  jojf 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery  ! 
They  languifh  !   oh  fupport  them  with  a  lye! 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  tafte  ; 
It  ftrikei*  owxfnfe,  and  gives  a  conftant  feaft:        31^ 
More,  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone  ; 
The  rich  mull  labour  to  poflefs  their  o=v:n. 
To  feel  their  great  abundance  ;  and  requefl 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  blefl ; 
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To  Jce  their  treal'ures,  hear  their  glory  told,  315 

And  aid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold. 

But  (bme,  great  fouls  1  and  touch'd  with  warmth 
divine. 
Give  gold  a  pricf-,  and  teach  its  beams  Xo  jhine. 
All  hoarded  treafures  they  repute  a  load  ; 
Nor  think  their  wealth  their  o-v.n,  till  well  beflow'd.   320 
Grand  rejirioirs  of  public  happinefs. 
Through  y^rr^/  flreams  dilFuiively  they  blefs  ; 
And,  while  their  bounties  glide,  conceal 'd  from  view, 
Relieze  our  <icants,  and  jjpare  our  blujhes  too. 
But  Satire  is  my  taflc  ;  and  thefe  deftroy  325 

Her  gloomy  province,  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  mifers  1  help  me  to  complain. 
And  blafl  our  common  enemy,  Germain; 
But  our  in-veciives  mull  defpair  fuccefs  ; 
For,  next  \.o  praijCy  Ihe  values  nothing  lefs.  330 

What  picture's  yonder,  loofen'd  from  its  frame  ? 
Or  is  't  Alluria,  that  afFeded  dame  ? 
The  brighteft  forms,  through  affeSlaticn,  fade 
To  ftrange  ne-jj  things,  which  nature  never  made. 
Frown  not,  ye  fairl  fo  much  your  fex  we  prize,    335 
We  hate  thofe  arts  that  taJce  you  from  our  eyes. 
In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  feen 
What  you,  who  labour  at  perfeftion,  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learnt  with  eafe. 
Retain  your  gentle  felves,  and  you  muji  pleafe.       34.0 
Here  might  1  iing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  foft  machine : 

How 
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How  two  red  lips  aitecled  Zephyrs  blow. 

To  cool  the  Bohea,  and  inflame  the  Beau: 

While  one  white  fnger  and  a  thumb  confpire  345 

To  lift  the  cupy  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea !  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  ftream  I 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  Lc-ce  of  Fame, 
What  devaluations  on  thy  banks  are  feen  ! 
Whaty-^arfVi  of  mighty  names  which c/rr^  have  been  I  553 
An  hecatomb-  of  characters  fupplies 
Thy  painted  altars  daily  facrifice^ 

H ,  F ,  B ,  afpers'd  by  thee,  decay. 

As  grains  of  fineft  fugars  melt  away. 

And  recommend  the  more  to  mortal  tafte;  35^^ 

Scandal's  tlie  fweetner  of  2.  female  feaft^ 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  fhall  decline. 
And  thy  revolting  Naiads  call  for  -juine  -, 
Spirits  no  longer  fhall  ferve  un^er  thee  ; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  I  360 

Citronia's  nofe  declares  thy  ruin  nigh. 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia'^s  nofe  the  lye  \ 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd. 
And  what  impair 'd  both  health  and  virtue,  blam'd  % 
At  length,  to  refcue  man,  the  generous  lafs  3.65 

Stole  from  her  con  fort  the  pernicious  glafs. 
As  glorious  as  the  Britifh  queen  renown'd. 
Who  fuck'd  the  poifon  from  her  hu [band's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  glafs  alone  are  nymphs  inclin'd> 
Bat  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind.  570 

O  Juvenal  1  for  thy  feverer  rage  I 
To  lalh  the  ranker  foUies  of  our  age> 

L  3.  Arc 
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Are  there,  among  the  females  of  our  iflc. 
Such  faults,  at  which  it  is  a  fault  to  fmile  ? 
There  are.     Vice,  once  by  nicdrfi  nature  chain'd    375 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unreftrainM  ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view. 
Naked  (he  ftalks  o'er  Law  and  Gofpcl  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  fuch  exemplary  lives. 
Men  figh  in  vain  for  mne  but  for  their  avi'ves  ;        380 
\\'ho  marry  to  hc/ree,  to  range  the  more. 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  fcore. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  lledfall  hate. 
And  one  eternal  tempell  of  debate. 
\\'hat  foul  eruptions,  from  a  look  moft  meek  !        385 
What  thunders  burlHng,  from  a  dimpled  cheek  1 
Their  pajfions  bear  it  with  a  lofty  hand ! 
But  then,  their  reafon  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  whom  you  detert,  and  feek.  his  life? 
Truft  no  foul  with  the  fecrcr — but  his  wife.  390 

Wives  wonder  that  their  conducl  I  condemn. 
And  afk,  what  kindred  is  a  Jj>ou/e  to  them  ? 

What  fwarms  of  amorous  grandmothers  I  fee  ! 
And  milTcs,  atuient  in  iniquity  ! 

What  blalling  wUifpers,  and  what  loud  declaiming  !  395 
What  Iving,  drinking,  bawding,  fwcaring,  gaming  I 
Friendfliip  fo  cold,  fuch  warm  incontinence  ; 
Such  griping  avarice,  fuch  profufe  expcnce  ; 
Such  dead  devotion,  fuch  a  zeal  for  crimes  ; 
Such  licens'd  ill,  fuch  mafqyerading  times  ;  400 

Such  venal  faith,  fuch  mifapply'd  applaufc  ; 

Such  ftatter'd  guilt,  and  fuch  inverted  laws ; 

Such 
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Such  difTolution  through  the  whol  •  I  find, 
'Tis  not  a  world,  but  chaos  of  mankind. 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  the  well-drefs'd^.//^  4or 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  fmiles  to  hear  oi  hell  -, 
And  carts  an  eye  of  fweet  difdain  on  all. 
Who  lillen  lels  to  CoUins  than  St.  Paul. 
Atheilh  have  been  but  rare  ;  fince  nature's  birth, 
Till  now,  She-atheills  ne'er  appear'd  on  earth.       410 
Ye  men  of  deep  refcarches,  Hiy,  whence  fprings 
This  daring  charadlcr,  in  timorous  things  ? 
Who  llart  2X  feathers ^  from  an  iti/t^J  fly, 
A  match  for  nothing — but  the  Deity, 
But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  tlie  Mufe  muft  own      415 
In  this  purfuit  they  court  not  fame  alone  ; 
But  join  to  that  a  more  fubllantial  view, 
*•  From  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too." 

They  llrive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep  them  down. 
In  complaifance  to  all  the  fools  in  town.  420 

O  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  oi' prtuie  ! 
And  die  with  Ihame  at  thought  of  being  good  ! 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay. 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  fay  ? 
They  heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  flavc;     425 
Through  cowardice,  moll  execrably  brave. 
With  our  own  judgments  durlt  we  to  comply. 
In  virtue  Ihould  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rife  then,  my  Mufe,  in  honell  fury  rife  ; 
They  dread  a  Satire,   who  defy  the  Skies.  430 

Atheills  are  few  :  moll  nymphs  a  Godhead  own  ; 
And  nothini;;  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 

L  4  frcm 


152  YOUNG'S     POEMS, 

From  atheiils  far,  they  lledfaftly  believe 

God  is,  and  is  Almighty — toforgi've. 

His  other  excellence  they'll  not  difpute  ;  435 

Cut  mercy t  fure,  is  his  chief  attribute. 

Shall  pleafures  of  a  ftiort  duration  chaia 

A  ladys  foul  in  everlailing  pain  r 

Will  the  great  Author  us  poor  worms  dellroy. 

For  now  and  then  d.Jip  of  tranfient  joy  ?  440 

No,  he's  for  ever  in  a  Qniling  mood  ^ 

He's  like  themfelvcs;  or  how  could  he  be  good? 

And  they  blafpheme,.  who  blacker  fchemes  fuppoiie.— 

Devoutly,  thus,  Jehovah  they  depofe, 

'I'he /-uref  theju/if  and  fet  up,  in  his  Head,.  445 

A  deity,  thai's  perfectly  otW/  Ifreti. 

"  Dear  Tillolfon !   be  fure  the  beft  of  men  ; 
«*  Nor  thonght  he  more,  than  thought  great  Origcn. 
**  Though  once  upon  a  time  he  mifbehav'd  ; 
*'  Foer  Satan  !  donhxlefs,  he'll  at  length,  be  fav'd.  450 
'*  Let  priefh  do  fomething  for  their  One  in  Ten  ; 
•*  It  ii  tteir  trat/e ;  fo  far  they're  honefl  men. 
•*  Let  them  cant  on,  fince  th-ey  have  got  the  knack,. 
**  And*  drefs  their  notions,  like  therafelves,  in  6Ia4:k  ; 
"  Fright  us  with  terrorsof  a  world  unkncivn,  455 

**  From  joys  of  this,  to  keep  them,  all  their  o^jjn. 
'*  Of  earth's  fair  fruits,  imleed,  they  claim  a  fee  > 
"  But  then  they  leave  our  unttth^d  'virtue  free, 
•'  Virtue' s  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  fijcnxj  : 
**  Did  ever  mortal  vmzt  like  a  Rochefoucault  ?**    46^ 
Thus  pleads  tlie  devil's  fair  apologift. 
And,  pleading,  iafely  enters  on  his  lift. 

Let 
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Let  angel-forms  angelic  truths  maintain  j 
Nature  disjoins  the  beauteous  and  prophane. 
For  what's  true  beauty,  but  fair  virtue'sy^ri?/'        465 
Virtue  made  ijiftble  in  outward  grace  ? 
She,  then,  that's  haunted  with  an  impious  mind. 
The  more  fhe  charms,  the  more  {)rie  Jkocks  mankind. 

But  charms  decline:  the  Fair  long  vigils  keep: 
They  fleep  no  more  !  Quadrille  has  *  murder'd  fleep.  47a 
*'  Poor  K — p  !   cries  Livia;  I  have  not  been  there 
"  Thefe  two  nights;  the  poor  creature  will  defpair^ 
*'  I  hate  a  croud — but  to  do  good,  you  know— 
"  And  people  of  condition  fhould  beftow." 
Convinc'd, overcome,  to  K — p's  grave  matrons  run;  47^ 
Novvy^/  a  daughter,  and  xiow  Jiake  a  fon; 
Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune,  fly; 
And  beggar  half  their  race— through  charity. 

Immortal  were  we,  or  elfe  mortal  quitCy 
I  lefs  Ihould  blame  this  criminal  delight:  48-a 

But  fmce  the  gay  aJfembly's  gayeft  room 
Is  but  an  upper  rtory  to  fome  tomb, 
Methinks,  we  need  not  omy  Jhort  being  {hun. 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  undone. 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime,  jl^c 

And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worft  of  iUs; 
With  ceafelefs  ftorms  the  Wacicen'd  foul  it  fills ; 
Inveighs  at  heaven,  negle(f^s  the  ties  of  blood  ; 
Deftroys  the  pov/er  and  will  of  doing  good;  4&0 

*  Shakefpeare* 

Kills 
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Kills  health,   pawns  honour,  plunges  in  difgrace. 
And,  what  is  kill  more  dreadful — fpoils  your  face. 

See  yonder  fet  of  thieves  that  live  on  fpoil, 
Tht  fcandal  and  the  ruin  of  our  iHe  ! 
And  fee,  (Itrange  fight !)  amid  that  ruffian  band,    495 
A  form  divine  high  wave  her  fnowy  hand ; 
That  rattles  loud  a  fmall  enchanted  box. 
Which,  loud  as  thunder,  on  the  board  fhe  knocks. 
And  as  fierce  ftorms,  which  earth's  foundation  Ihook, 
From  i^lus's  cave  impetuous  broke,  500 

From  this  fmall  cavern  a  mix'd  tcmpefl  flies. 
Fear,  rage,  convulfion,  tears,  oaths,  blafphcmies ! 
For  men,  1  mean — the  fair  difcharges  none; 
She  (guiltlefs  creature!)  fwears  to  heaven  alone. 

See  her  eyes  ftart !  cheeks  glow  !  andmufcles  fwell !  505 
Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  cell. 
Thus  that  divine  one  heryo/?  nights  employs ! 
Thus  tunes  her  foul  to  tender  nuptial  joys  ! 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed. 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aking  head,  510 

With  the  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crown'd. 
The  die  fpins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round ; 
Imaginery  ruin  charms  her  (till; 
Her  happy  lord  is  cuckol'd  hy  j'padille  : 
And  if  ihe's  brought  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one,  515 

He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darling  fon. 

O  fcene  of  horror,  and  of  wild  defpair. 
Why  is  the  rich  Atrides'  fplendid  heir 
Conflrain'd  to  quit  his  antient  lordly  feat. 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat?  520 

Why 
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Why  that  drawn  fword  ?  and  whence  that  difmal  cry  ? 
Why  pale  diftrackion  through  the  family  ? 
See  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  weep. 
And  trembling  fervants  from  the  tempeft  creep. 
Why  that  gay^czf  to  diitant  regions  fent  f  525 

What  fiends  that  daughter'^s  deftin'd  match  prevent  r 
Why  the  whole  houfe  in  fudden  ruin  laid  ? 
O  nothing,  but  lafl  night — my  lady  played. 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme? 
Is  this  too  owing  to  the  love  oifame?  530 

Though  now  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  beftow'd, 
'Twas  nrft  a  'vain-de-voticn  to  the  mode'. 
Nor  ceafe  we  here,  fmce  'tis  a  vice  fo  ftrong  ; 
The  torrent  fweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  faid,  in  honour  of  our  times,  535 

That  none  now  Hand  diftinguijh* d  by  their  crimes. 

If  fin  you  muft,  take  nature  for  your  guide : 
Love  has  fome  fcft  excufe  to  footh  your  pride: 
Ye  fair  apoftates  from  love's  antient  power ! 
Can  nothing  ra-x'//^,  \i\x\.  2.  golden  Jho-iver  ?  54O 

Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  feize ; 
Mufl  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  e'er  he  can  pkafe? 
When  you're  enamour'd  of  a  lift  or  caji. 
What  can  the  preacher  more,  to  make  us  chajie  ? 
Why  muft  flrong  youths  unmarry* d  ^vsxt.  away?       545 
They  find  no  woman  difengag'd — from  play. 
Why  pine  the  marry'' d? — O  feverer  fate! 
They  find  from  play  no  difengag'd — ejlate* 
Flavia,  at  lovers  falfe,  untouched,  and  hard^ 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  crutl  card.  550 

Nor 
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Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  feciire  her  age; 

Her  threefcore  years  are  fliulHing  with  her  page. 

While  death  Hands  by,  but  till  the  game  is  done. 

To  fvveep  that  jlake,  in  juflice,  long  his  o-juni 

Like  old  cards  ting'd  with  fulphur,  l"he  takes  fire;  555 

Or,  like  fnulFs  funk  in  ibckets,  blazes  higher. 

Ye  gods !   with  ne<vj  delights  infpire  the  Fair; 

Or  give  us  fonsy  and  fave  us  from  defpair. 

Sons,  brothers^  fathers,  hufbands,  tradefmetit  clofe 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  fins  in  profe :        560 
Yet  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  Creed, 
In  fpite  of  all  our  wifdom,  you'll  proceed: 
Our  pride  fo  great,  our  pafiion  is  fo  ilrong,. 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  ivrong. 
I  hear  you  cry,  "  This  fellow's  very  odd.'*  56:; 

When  JO//  chaftife,  who  would  not  kifs  the  rod  ? 
But  I've  a  charm  your  anger  fliall  controul. 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldncfs  on  the  njcle. 

The  charm  begins !  To  yonder  flood  of  light. 
That  burfts  o'er  gloomy  Britain,,  turn  your  fight.  570 
What  guardian  power  o'erwhelms  your  fouls  with  awe  ? 
Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law; 
'Midft  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glows  with  the  love  of  -virtue,  and  of  art  ! 
Her  favour  is  diffused  to  that  degree,  57^ 

Excefs  of  goodnefs  I  it  has  dawn'd  on  me : 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  faults. 
Or  godlike  deeds  were  fbown,  or  generous  thoughts. 
She  fmil'd,  indujirious  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
Frcm  whom  my  pen  the  horroiCd  luilre  drew*         58a 

Thus 
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Thus  *  the  majelHc  mother  of  mankind. 
To  her  own  charms  mod  amiably  blind. 
On  the  green  margin  innocently  Hood, 
And  gaz'd  indulgent  on  the  cry  Hal  flood; 
Survey 'd  the  ftranger  in  the  painted  wave,  585 

Andj  fmiling,  prais'd  the  beauties  which  flie  gave. 

•  Milton. 
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SATIRE      VII. 

r  o 
THE  RIGHT  HON.  S>R  ROBERT  WALPOLE. 
**  Carmina  turn  melius,  cum  venerit  Ipfe,  canemus." 

ViRG. 

/^  N  this  lafl  labour,  this  my  clofing  ftrain, 
^^   Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  infpire  in  vain: 
To  thre,  'tis  due;  that  verfe  how  jullly  thine. 
Where  Brunfwick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  defign? 
That  glory,  which  thy  counfels  makeTo  bright;         5 
That  glory,  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illullrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known; 
To  gi've,  and  taJI:e,  a  lullre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme ; 
The /ounfa/n  is  not  foreign  to  the JIfeam,  lO 

How  all  mankind  will  be  furprizM  to  fee 
This  flood  of  Britifli  folly  charg'd  on  thee ! 
Say,  Britain  I  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  fons. 
Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs  ? 
The  caufe  is  plain,  a  caufe  which  we  muil  blefs;      15 
For  caprice  is  the  daughter  of/ucce/s, 
(  A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  pleafing  caufe  ! ) 
And  gives  our  rulers  undefign'd  applaufc; 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  nxealth  increafe. 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  oi peace,  20 

While 
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While  I  farvey  the  bleffings  of  our  i^e. 

Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  fmile. 

Her  public  ^cunds  bound  up,  her  credit  high. 

Her  com?nerce  fpreading  fails  in  every  fky. 

The  pleafing  fcene  recalls  my  theme  again,  25 

And  lliews  the  madnefs  of  ambitious  men. 

Who,  fond  of  bloodllied,  draw  the  murdering  fword. 

And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  fmgle  lord. 

The  follies  pall  are  of  a  private  kind ; 
Their  fphere  is  fmall ;  their  mifchief  is  confin'd:       30 
But  daring  men  there  are  (Awake,  my  Mufe, 
And  raife  thy  verfe  ! )  who  bolder  phrenzy  chufe ; 
Who,  ftung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away ; 
The  luorld  their  field,  and  humankind  their  prey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  th'  enthufiaft  of  his /naV,        3^ 
With  rage  and  terror  llalking  by  his  fide. 
Raves  round  the  globe ;  he  foars  into  a  God ! 
Stand  faft,  Olympus  !   and  fuflain  his  nod. 
The  pell  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns. 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miferies  and  pains.  40 

What  flaughter'd  hojls  !  what  cities  in  a  blaze  ! 
What  wafted  coutUries  !  and  what  cnm{oi\  feas  ! 
With  orphans  tears  his  impious  bowl  o'erflows. 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repofe. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraife       ji^z 
The  boillerous  boy,  and  blaft  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  \.\ieJiorm, 
Ox  famine  y  or 'volcano?  They  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds ;  they,  hero-like,  can  flay. 
And  fpread  their  ample  defarts  in  a  day.  50 

O  great 
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O  grcnt  alliance  !   O  divine  renown  ! 
With  lUarthy  and  pcjlilenccy  to  (hare  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  deilroyer's  name. 
Earth's  Builder  and  Prcfcrver  they  blafpheme. 

One  to  deliroy,  is  murder  by  the  law;  c^ 

And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe; 
To  murder  tboufandsy  takes  a  fpecious  name, 
War^s  glorious  art,  and  gives  im mortal yi^^^/^. 

When,  after  battle,  I  the  field  have  feen 
Spread  o'er  with  ghaitly  fhapes,  which  once  were  men;  60 
A  nation  crufli'd,  a  nation  of  the  bra've  ! 
A  realm  of  death  !   and  on  this  fide  the  grave  I 
Are  there,  faid  1,  who  from  this  fad  furvey. 
This  human  chaes,  carry  fmiles  away  ? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rife  !  6c 

How  honed  nature  fwell'd  into  my  eyes  ! ' 
How  was  I  Hiock'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  fuch  materials,  fame  and  triumph,  made  ! 

How  guilty  thefe  !  Yet  not  lefs  guilty  they. 
Who  reach  falfe  glory  by  a  fmoother  way :  70 

Who  wrap  deitruciion  up  in  gentle  words, 
Andbowi,  and  fmiles,  more  fatal  than  their  fwords; 
Who  rtifle  nature,  and  fubfift  on  art; 
Who  coin  xhe  face^  and  petrify  the  heart  \ 
All  real  kindnefs  for  the  (hew  difcard,  75 

As  marble  polifh'd,  and  as  marble  hard  ; 
Who  do  for  gold  what  Chriftians  do  through  grace, 
•'  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace  ;" 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine; 
** .'i'hc  thinneil  food  or  which  a  wretch  can  dine:"    80 

Or, 
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Or,  if  they  ferve  you,  ferve  you  difincliri'd. 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindnefs,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  fuch  again  may  be, 
Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  ceafe,  my  Mufe  !   the  catalogue  is  writ;         85 
Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit. 
Though  difappointed  thoufands  juftly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boall  an  equal  claim : 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here. 
May  furnifh  laughter  for  another  year.  ^d 

Then  let  Crifpino,  who  was  ne'er  refus'd 
T\iQJuJiice  yet  of  being  well  abus'd. 
With  patience  wait ;  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  fome  future  ftrain. 

Some  future  ftrain,  in  which  the  Mufe  Ihall  tell    95 
\{qw  fcience  dwindles,  and  how  ^jclumes  fwell. 

How  commentators  each  dark  paffage  fhun. 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  xhafun. 

How  tortur'd  texts  to  fpeak  our  fenfe  are  made. 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid.  loe 

How  mifers  fqueeze  a  young  voluptuous  peer; 
His  fms  to  Lucifer  not  half  fo  dear. 

How  Verfus  is  lefs  qualify 'd  to  fteal 
With  fword  and  piftol,  than  with  wax  and  feal. 

How  lawyers  fees  to  fuch  excefs  are  run,  loc 

That  clients  are  redrefs'd  till  they're  undone. 

How  one  man's  anguilh  is  another's  fport; 
And  ev'n  denials  coft  us  dear  at  court. 

How  man  eternally  falfe  judgments  makes. 
And  all  his  joys  and  forrows  are  mijlahs,  1 10 

Vol.  LX.  M  Ihi, 
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This  fwarm  of  themes  that  fettles  on  my  pen, 
Wliich  J,  like  fummcr  flics,  fliakc  off  again. 
Let  others  fmg;  to  whom  my  weak  effay 
But  founds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey  : 
That  duty  done,  1  haften  to  complete  1 15 

My  own  dcfign ;  for  Ton(on*s  at  the  gate. 

The  love  of  Fame  in  its  effect  furvey'd. 
The  Mufe  has  fung  1   be  now  the  caufe  difplay'd  : 
Since  fo  dilfufive,  and  fo  wide  its  fway, 
^Vhat  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey  ?  1 20 

Shot  from  above,  by  heaven's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous  ardor,  this  unconquer'd  flame. 
To  warm,  to  raife,  to  deify,  mankind. 
Still  burning  brightefl  in  the  noblcft  mind. 
By  large-foul'd  men,  for  thirft  of  fame  renown'd,   125 
Wife  Iwwi  were  fram'd,  and  facred  arts  were  found; 
Defire  of  praife  hrll  broke  the  patriot^ s  reft; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  nxarrior^s  brcaft  ; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  fenate  fhine. 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine  ?  130 

But,  oh  !   this  paflion  planted  in  the  foul. 
On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  pole. 
The  flaming  miniller  of  'virtue  meant. 
Set  up  falfe  gods,  and  wrong'd  her  high  defcent. 

Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force,  135 

Of  blots,  and  beauties,  an  alternate  fourcej 
Hence  Gildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit. 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcafes  of  wit; 
And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  feen 
How  kind  a  pattern  FoUia  mi^ht  have  been.  140 

Purfuit 
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Purfuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  fchools. 

And  into  coxcombs  burniflies  onr fools; 

Purfuit  of  fame  makes  folid  learning  bright. 

And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  height; 

That  key  of  nature,  by  whofe  wit  Ihe  clears  145 

Her  long,  long  fecrets  of  five  thoufand  years. 

Would  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole, 
Whyt  and  in  what  degrees^  pride  fv^ays  the  foul? 
(For,  though  in  all  not  equally,  fhe  reigns) 
Awake  to  knov/ledge,  and  attend  my  llrains.  15a 

Ye  dodors  !  hear  the  doclrine  I  difclofe. 
As  true,  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dulleft  profe ; 
As  ifaletter'd  dunce  had  faid,  "  'Tis  right,'* 
And  imprimatur  ufher'd  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  the  truly  noble  tnind,  I^^ 

With  Siller-virtue  is  for  ever  join'd ; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread. 
From  guilt  "zxi^JhaMe,  by  her  lafl:  condudt,  fled: 
Her  njirtue  lonp;  rebell'd  in  firm  difdain. 
And  the  fword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain;  i6o 

But,  when  the  flave  was  threaten'd  to  be  laid 
D^ad  by  her  fide,  her  Lo've  of  Fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  minds  ambition  works  alone; 
But  with  fuch  art  puts  virtue's  afpeft  on. 
That  not  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien,  165 

The  God  and  mortal  in  the  comic  fcene  *. 
Falfe  Julius,  ambufh'd  in  this  fair  difguife. 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  prize, 

*  AmphItr)'on. 

M  2  Nq 
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No  mafk  in  bafcji  minds  ambition  wears. 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  afs's  ears;  170 

All  1  have  Tung  arc  inllances  of  //»//, 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  not  amifs. 

Ye  vain!  dcfift  from  your  erroneous  ftrifc; 
Be  wife,  and  quit  x\i^fal/e  fublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  rcfidcs,  175 

Where  J  ujiice  vindicates,  and  <wifdom  guides; 
Where  ini.vard  dignity  joins  oufward  Ilatc; 
Omx  pur pofe  good,  as  our  atchie-jcment  great; 
Where  public  blejftngs  public  praife  attend; 
Where  glory  is  our  motive^  not  our  end.  180 

Would'fl  thou  beyfl;»V.'^  Have  thofe  high  deeds  in  view 
Brave  men  would  adl,  thoughyr^W/?/  Ihould  enfue. 

Behold  a  Prince !   whom  no  fwoln  thoughts  inflame; 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  ft^ver  after  Fame : 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  infpires,  185 

And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires. 
Proud  conquefls  then,  then  regal  pomps  delight; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  fparkle  in  his  fight; 
Tumult  and  noi/e  are  dear,  which  with  them  bring 
His  people's  blcflings  to  their  ardent  king  :  I90 

But,  when  thofe  great  heroic  motives  ceafe. 
His  fwelling  foul  fubfides  to  native  peace ; 
From  tedious  grandeur's  faded  charms  withdraws, 
A/udden  foe  to  fplendor  and  applaufe; 
Greatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame,  J95 

Till  men  and  angels  jointly  fhout  his  name. 
O  pride  celedial !  which  can  pride  difdain ; 
O  bled  ambition !  which  can  ne'er  be  lain. 

From 


LOVE    OF    FAME,    S  a  t.  VII.         165 

From  one  fam'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the  fky. 
In  whofe  deep  womb  unfathom'd  waters  lie,  200 

Here  burft  the  Rhone  and  founding  Po ;  there  (hine. 
In  infant  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine; 
From  the  rich  ftore  one  fruitful  urn  fupplies. 
Whole  kingdoms  fmile,  a  thoufand  harvefts  rife. 

In  Brunfwick  fuch  a  fource  the  Mufe  adores,       205 
Which  public  bleiBngs  through  half  Europe  pours. 
When  his  heart  burns  with  fuch  a  godlike  aim. 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame ; 
George,  who  in  foes  can  foft  affections  raife. 
And  charm  envcnom'd  Satire  into  praife.  210 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  power  perceives. 
But  the  mad  njoinds,  and  the  tumultuous  ^ivai-es  *. 
Ev'n  florms  (death's  fierceil  minifters  !)  forbear. 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  fpare. 
Thus,  nature* s/e/ff  fupporting  man*s  decree,  215 

.Stiles  Britain's  fovereign,  fcvereign  of  the  y^^. 

Whiley^^  and  air,  great  Brunfvvick  !  fhook  our  Hate, 
And  fported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Depriv'd  of  what  fhe  lov'd,  and  prefs'd  by  fear 
Of  ever  lofmg  what  fhe  held  moll  dear,  220 

How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles,  weep. 
And  tell  her  forrows  to  the  kmdred  deep  ! 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive,  for  Thee,  with  the  furge,  and  fight  the  lliorm  ! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pilot  of  the  realm  !         225 
Our  Palinurus  flept  not  at  the  helm; 

*  The  king  in  danger  by  fea. 

M  3  His 
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His  eye  ne*cr  clos'd;  long  fince  enur*d  to  wake. 
And  out-watch  every  flar  for  Brunfvvick*s  fake ; 
By  thwarting  pailions  tofs'd,  by  cares  opprcll. 
He  found  the  tempeft  pidlur'd  in  his  breall:  230 

But,  «#av,  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  dcfpel. 
No  powers  of  language — but  his  own,  can  tell; 
His  own,  which  nature  and  the  graces  form. 
At  wilj,  to  raife,  or  hufh>  the  civil  ftorm. 


OCEAN; 


O        C        E        A        K; 

AN         ODE. 

OCCASIONED     BY 

KIS  MAJESTY'S  ROYAL  ENCOURAGEMENT 

0  F 

THE    SEA    SERVICE. 

TO    WHICFI     IS    PREFIXED 

AN  ODE  TO  THE  KING; 

AND 

A    DISCOURSE    ON    ODE, 


M  4 


I  THINX  Myfelf  obliged  to  recommend  to  you 
2  confideration  of  the  grcateft  importance;  and  I 
(hould  look  upon  it  as  a  great  happincfs,  if,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  my  reign,  I  could  fee  the  foundation  laid 
of  fo  great  and  neceilary  a  work,  as  the  increafe  and 
encouragement  of  our  feamen  in  general;  that  they 
may  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and 
violence,  to  enter  into  the  fervice  of  their  country,  as 
oft  as  occaiion  fliall  require  it:  A  confideration  wor- 
thy the  reprefentatives  of  a  people  great  and  flourifh- 
ing  in  trade  and  navigation.  This  leads  Me  to  men- 
tion to  you  the  cafe  of  Greenwich  Hofpital,  that  care 
may  be  taken,  by  fome  addition  to  that  fund,  to  ren- 
der comfortable  and  effedual  that  charitable  provifion 
for  the  fupport  and  maintenance  of  our  feamen,  worn 
out,  and  become  decrepit  by  age  and  infirmities,  in 
the  fervice  of  their  country.  [Speech,  Jan.  27,  1727-8.] 


[     1^9    ] 


TO 


THE        KING. 


I. 

/^  L  D  Ocean*s  praife 
^^   Demands  my  lays; 
A  truly- Britifh  theme  1  fmg; 
A  theme  fo  great, 
1  dare  compleat. 
And  join  with  Ocean,  Ocean's  King. 

If. 

To  Gods  and  Kings, 

The  poet  fmgs ; 
To  Kings  and  Gods  the  Mufe  is  dear; 

The  Mufe  infpires 

With  all  her  fires ; 
Begin,  my  foul !  thy  bold  career. 

III. 

From  awful  ftate. 

From  high  debate. 
From  morning- fplendors  of  a  crown. 

From  homage  pay'd. 

From  empires  weigh'd 
From  plans  of  blellings  and  renown ; 

IV.  Great 
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IV. 

Great  Monarch !   bow 

Thy  beaming  brow; 
To  Thee  I  (Irike  the  founding  lyre. 

With  proud  defign 

In  verfe  to  fhine ; 
To  rival  Greek  and  Roman  fire. 

V. 

The  Roman  Ode 

Majellic  flow'd ; 
Its  fiream  divinely  clear  and  llrong ; 

In  fenfe,  and  found, 

Thebes  roU'd  profound; 
The  torrent  rcar'd,  and  foam'd  along. 

VI. 

Let  Thebes,  nor  Rome, 

So  fam'd,  prefume 
To  triumph  o'er  a  Northern  Ifle ; 

Late  Time  (hall  know 

The  North  can  glow. 
If  dread  Auguftus  deign  to  fmile. 

VII. 

The  work  is  done  ! 

The  diltant  fun 
His  fmile  fupplies !  exalts  my  voice  !' 

Through  Earth's  wide  bound 

Shall  George  refound. 
My  theme,  by  duty,  and  by  choice. 

VUL  The 
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vin. 

The  Naval  crown 

Is  all  his  own  ! 
Our  Fleet,  if  war  or  commerce  call. 

His  will  performs 

Through  waves  and  ftorms. 
And  rides  in  triumph  round  the  ball. 

IX. 

Since  then  the  main 

Sublimes  my  ftrain. 
To  whom  fhould  I  addrefs  my  fong  ? 

To  whom  but  Thee  ? 

The  boundlefs  Sea, 
And  grateful  Mufe,  to  George  belong. 

X. 

Hail,  mighty  theme ! 

Rich  mine  of  fame  ! 
If  Gods  invok'd  extend  their  aid; 

Hail  fubjedl  new ! 

As  Britain's  due 
Referv'M  by  the  Pierian  maid. 

XL 
Durft  Homer's  Mufe, 
Or  Pindar's,  chufe 
To  pour  the  billows  on  his  firing  ? 
No,  both  defraud 
The  tuneful  God; 
Scarce  more  fublimc,  when  Jove  they  iing. 

XIL  No 
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XII. 

No  former  race. 

With  ftrong  embrace. 
This  theme  to  raviih  dur/t  afpire ; 

With  virgin  charms 

My  foul  it  warms. 
And  melts  melodious  on  my  lyre. 

XIII. 

Now  low,  now  high. 

My  fingers  fly, 
Kow  paufe,  and  now  frefli  mufic  fpring; 

Now  dance,  now  creep. 

Now  dive,  now  fweep. 
And  fetch  the  found  from  every  Aring. 

XIV. 

Now  numbers  rife. 

Like  virgin's  fighs; 
The  foft  Favonians  melt  away ; 

As  from  the  North 

Now  rufhes  forth 
A  blaft,  that  thunders  in  my  lay. 

XV. 
My  lays  I  file 
With  curious  toil; 
Ye  Graces!  turn  the  glowing  lines; 
On  anvils  neat 
Your  ftrokes  repeat; 
At  every  ftroke  the  work  refines ! 

XVI.  How 
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XVI. 

How  mufic  charms  I 

How  metre  warms ! 
Parent  of  adions  good  and  brave  I 
'    How  vice  it  tames  ! 

And  worth  inflames ! 
And  holds  proud  empire  o'er  the  grave  I 

XVI T. 

Jove  mark'd  for  man 

A  fcanty  fpan. 
But  lent  him  wings  to  fly  his  doom  ; 

Wit  fcorns  the  grave; 

To  wit  he  gave 
The  life  of  Gods !  immortal  bloom ! 

XVIII. 

Since  years  will  fly. 

And  pleafures  die. 
Day  after  day,  as  years  advance; 

Since,  while  life  lafts, 

Joy  fufFers  blalls 
From  frowning  fate,  and  fickle  chance; 

XIX. 
Nor  life  is  long ; 
But  foon  we  throng, 
Like  autumn  leaves,  death's  pallid  fhore; 
We  make,  at  leaft. 
Of  la^  the  l;e/^. 
If  in  life's  phantom.  Fame,  we  foar. 

XX.  Our 
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XX. 

Our  drains  divide 

The  laurel's  pride; 
With  thofe  we  lift  to  life,  wc  IK'C ; 

By  fame  cnroU'd 

With  heroes  bold. 
And  fliarc  the  blcllings  which  we  give. 

XXI. 

What  hero's  praife 

Can  fire  my  lays. 
Like  his,  with  whom  my  lay  begun? 

**  Jurtice  fincere, 

"  And  courage  clear, 
**  Rife  the  two  columns  of  his  throne. 

xxri. 

•*  How  form'd  for  fway  ! 

"  Who  look,  obey  ; 
«*  They  read  the  Monarch  in  his  port. 

*•  Their  love  and  awe 

"   Supply  the  law; 
•*  And  Kib  own  luflre  makes  the  court; 

XXIII. 
*•  But  fhines  fupreme, 
•'  Where  heroes  flame; 
**  In  war's  high-hearted  pomp  he  prides ! 
•*  By  godlike  arts 
•*  Enthroii'd  in  hearts, 
♦*  Our  bofom-lord  o'er  wills  prefides." 

XXIV.  Our 
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XXfV. 

Our  fadions  end ! 

The  nations  bend ! 
For  when  Briunnia's  Ions,  combin'd 

In  fair  array. 

All  march  one  way  ; 
They  inarch  the  terror  of  mankind. 

XXV. 

If  equal  all 

Who  tread  the  ball. 
Our  bounded  profped,  here,  would  end; 

But  heroes  prove 

As  Iteps  to  Jove, 
By  which  our  thoughts,  with  eafe,  afcend. 

XXVI. 

From  what  we  view 

We  take  the  clue. 
Which  leads  from  great,  to  greater  things; 

Men  doubt  no  more. 

But  Gods  adore. 
When  fuch  refemblance  Ihincs  in  Kings. 

XXVII. 

On  yonder  height. 

What  golden  light 
Triumphant  fhines,  and  fhines  alone  P 

Unrivall'd  blaze  1 

The  nations  gaze  ! 
^Tis  not  the  fan,  'tis  Britain's  throne. 

XXVIII.  Our 


176  YOUNG'S     POEMS. 

XXVIII. 

Our  Monarch,  there, 

Rear'd  high  in  air. 
Should  tempeils  rife,  difdains  to  bend; 

Like  Britilh  oak. 

Derides  the  llroke; 
His  blooming  honours  far  extend  ! 

XXIX. 

Beneath  them  lies. 

With  lifted  eyes. 
Fair  Albion,  like  an  amorous  maid ; 

While  intereft  wings 

Bold  foreign  Kings 
To  fly,  like  eagles,  to  his  fhade. 

XXX. 

At  his  proud  foot 

The  Sea  pour'd  out, 
Immortal  nouriiliment  fupplies ; 

Thence  wealth,  and  ftate. 
And  power,  and — Fate, 
Which  Europe  reads  in  George's  eyes. 


ON 
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ON     LYRIC     POETRY. 


T_T  OW  imperfecl  foever  my  own  compofition  may 
be,  yet  am  I  willing  to  fpeak  a  word  or  two,  of 
the  nature  of  Lyric  Poetry  ;  to  ihew  that  I  have,  at 
leaft,  fome  idea  of  perfection  in  that  kind  of  poem  in 
which  I  am  engaged;  and  that  I  do  not  think  myfelf 
poet  enough  entirely  to  rely  on  infpiration  for  my  fuc- 
cefs  in  it.  , 

To  our  having,  or  not  having  this  idea  of  perfec- 
tion in  the  poem  we  undertake,  is  chiefly  owing  the 
merit  or  demerit  of  our  performances,  as  alfo  the 
modefty  or  vanity  of  our  opinions  concerning  them. 
And  in  fpeaklng  of  it  1  fhall  Ihew  how  it  unavoidably 
comes  to  pafs,  that  bad  Poets,  that  is.  Poets  in  general, 
are  efteemed,  and  really  are^  the  moil  vain,  the  moft 
irritable,  and  moft  ridiculous  fet  of  men  upon  earth. 
But  Poetry  in  its  own  nature  is  certainly 

**  — Non  hos  qua^fitum  munus  in  ufus."        ViRC. 

He  that  has  an  idea  of  perfection  in  the  work  he 
undertakes  may  fail  in  it ;  he  that  has  not,  inuj} :  and 
yet  he  will  be  a;aifi.  For  every  little  degree  of  beauty, 
how  fhort  or  improper  foever,  will  be  looked  on 
fondly  by  him;  becaufe  it  is  all  pure  gains,  and  more 
than  he  promifed  to  himfelf ;  and  becaufe  he  has  no 
teft,  or  ftandard  in  his  judgement,  with  which  to 
chaftife  his  opinion  of  it. 

Vol.  LX.  N  Now 
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Now  this  idea  of  perfe<fllon  is,  in  Poetry,  more 
refined  than  in  other  kinds  of  writing;  and  bccaufe 
more  refined,  therefore  more  ditRcult;  and  bccaufe 
more  difEcalt,  therefore  more  rarely  att;iinedj  and  the 
non-attainment  of  it  is,  as  1  have  faid,  the  fource  of 
our  vanity.  Hence  the  poetic  clan  are  more  obnoxious 
to  vanity  than  others.  And  from  vanity  confequcnti- 
ally  flows  that  great  fenfibility  of  difrcfpe6l,  that  quick 
refentment,  that  tinder  of  the  mind  that  kindles  at 
every  fpark,  and  jurtly  marks  them  out  for  the  "  genus 
irritabil'j'*  among  mankind.  And  from  this  com- 
buftible  temper,  this  ferious  anger  for  no  very  ferious 
things,  things  looked  on  by  moft  as  foreign  to  the  im- 
portant points  of  life,  as  confequentially  flows  that 
inheritance  of  ridicule,  which  devolves  on  them,  from 
generation  to  generation.  As  foon  as  they  become  au- 
thors, they  become  like  Ben  Jonfon's  angry  boy,  and 
learn  the  art  of  quarrel. 

"  — Concordes  animze — dum  nocle  prementur; 
"  Htu  !   quantum  inter  fe  bellum,  fi  lumina  vitje 
"  Attigerint,  quantas  acies,  ftragemque  ciebunt ! 
«*  Qui  Juvenes!  quantas  oftentant,  afpice,  vires. 
*•  Ne,  Pueri !  ne  tanta  animis  aflTuefcite  bella. 
"  Tuque  prior,  tu  parce,  genus  qui  ducis  Olympo, 
"  Syderio  Jlagrans  clypeo,  Sc  cceleftibus  armis, 
•*  Projice  tela  manu,  fanguis  meus ! 
«*  Nee  te  ullcC  facics,  non  terruit  ipfe  Typhoeus 
"  Arduus,  arma  teneiis;  non  te  Mefl^apus  &  Ufens, 
"  Contemptorque  Deum  Mezcntius."  Virg. 

But 
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But  to  return.  He  that  has  this  idea  of  perfedion 
in  the  work  he  undertakes,  however  fuccefsful  he  is, 
will  yet  be  mocieji',  becaufe  to  rile  up  to  that  idea, 
which  he  propofed  for  his  model,  is  almoit,  if  not  ab- 
foluteIy>  impoffible. 

Thefe  two  obfervations  account  for  what  may  feem 
as  ftrange,  as  it  is  infallibly  true;  1  mean,  they  fliew 
us  why  good  writers  have  the  lowcft,  and  bad  writers 
the  highell,  opinion  of  their  own  performances.  They 
who  have  only  a  partial  idea  of  this  perfection,  as 
their  portion  of  ignorance  or  knowledge  of  it  is  greater 
or  lefs,  have  proportionable  degrees  of  modelty  or 
conceit. 

Nor,  though  natural  good  underftanding  makes  a 
tolerably  jufi  judgement  in  things  of  this  nature,  will 
the  reader  judge  the  worfe,  for  forming  to  himfelf  a 
notion  of  what  he  ought  to  expeft  from  the  piece  he 
has  in  hand,  before  he  begins  his  perufal  of  it. 

The  Ode,  as  it  is  the  eldeft  kind  of  Poetry,  fo  it  is 
mere  fpiritous,  and  more  remote  from  Profe  than  any 
other,  in  fenfe,  found,  expreffion,  and  condudl.  Its 
thoughts  (hould  be  uncommon,  fublime,  and  moral; 
its  numbers  full,  eafy,  and  moft  harmonious;  its  ex- 
preffion pure,  ftrong,  delicate,  yet  unafFefted;  and  of 
a  curious  felicity  beyond  ether  Poems;  its  conduifl 
fhould  be  rapturous,  fomewhat  abrupt,  and  imme- 
thodical  to  a  vulgar  eye.  That  apparent  order,  and 
connexion,  which  gives  form  and  life  to  feme  compo- 
fitions,  takes  away  the  very  foul  of  this.  Fire,  eleva- 
tion, and  fele^ft  thought,   are  indifpenfable ;  an  hum- 
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bic,  tame,  and  vulgar  Ode  is  the  mod  pitiful  error  2 
pen  can  commit. 

««  Mufa  dcdit  Fidibus  divos,  puerofque  Deorum.'* 

And  as  its  fubjefts  are  fublimc,  its  writer's  genius 
fhould  be  Co  too;  othcrwife  it  becomes  the  meaneft 
thing  in  writing,  viz.  an  involuntary  burlefque. 

It  is  the  genuine  charai^er,  and  true  merit  of  the 
Ode,  a  little  to  ftartle  fome  apprchcnfions.  Men  of 
cold  complexions  are  very  apt  to  miHake  a  want  of 
vigour  in  their  imaginations,  for  a  delicacy  of  tafte  iu 
their  judgements;  and,  like  perfons  of  a  tender  fight, 
they  look  on  bright  objecls,  in  their  natural  luftre,  as 
too  glaring  ;  what  is  moll  delightful  to  a  ftronger  eye, 
is  painful  to  them.  Thus  Pindar,  who  has  as  much 
logic  at  the  bottom  as  Ariftotle  or  Euclid,  to  fome 
critics  has  appeared  as  mad ;  and  mull  appear  fo  to  all 
who  enjoy  no  portion  of  his  own  divine  fpirit.  Dwarf- 
undcrftanding5,meafuring  others  by  their  own  flandard, 
are  apt  to  think  they  fee  a  monllcr,  when  they  fee  a 
man. 

And  indeed  it  feems  to  be  the  amends  which  nature 
makes  to  thofe  whom  (he  has  not  bleffed  with  an  eleva- 
tion of  mind,  to  indulge  them  in  the  comfortable 
xniftake,  that  all  is  wrong,  which  falls  not  within  the 
narrow  limits  of  their  own  comprchenfions  and  relifh. 

Judgement,  indeed,  that  mafculine  power  of  the 
mind,  in  Ode,  as  in  all  compofitions,  ihould  bear  the 
fuprcme  fway;  and  a  beautiful  imagination,  as  its 
miilrefs,  fhould  be  fubdued  to  its  dominion.     Hence, 

and 
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and  hence  only,  can  proceed  the  faireil  offspring  of  the 
human  mind. 

But  then  in  Ode,  there  is  this  difference  from  other 
kinds  of  Poetry;  that,  there,  the  imagination,  like  a 
very  beautiful  miflrefs,  is  indulged  in  the  appearance 
of  domineering;  though  the  judgement,  like  an  artful 
lover,  in  reality  carries  its  point;  and  the  lefs  it  is 
fufpefted  of  it,  it  fhews  the  more  mafterly  condud^, 
and  deferves  the  greater  commendation. 

It  holds  true  in  this  province  of  writing,  as  In  war, 
"  The  more  danger,  the  more  honour.'*  It  muft  b? 
very  enterprizing;  it  muft,  in  Shakefpeare's  ftyle,  have 
hair-breadth  'fcapes ;  and  often  tread  the  very  brink  of 
error :  nor  can  it  ever  deferve  the  applaufe  of  the  real 
judge,  unleij  it  renders  itfelf  obnoxious  to  the  miiap- 
prehenfions  of  the  contrary. 

Such  is  Cafimire's  ftrain  among  the  moderns,  whofc 
lively  wit,  and  happy  fire,  is  an  honour  to  them.  And 
Buchanan  might  juftly  be  much  admired,  if  any  thing 
more  than  the  fweetnefs  of  his  numbers,  and  the 
purity  of  his  didion,  were  his  own :  his  original,  from 
which  I  have  taken  my  motto,  through  all  the  difad- 
vantages  of  a  Northern  profe  tranilation,  is  ftill  admir- 
able ;  and,  Covs,'ley  fays,  as  preferable  in  beauty  to 
Buchanan,  as  Judsais  to  Scotland. 

Pindar,  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  Horace,  are  the  great 
Mafters  of  Lyric  poetry  among  Heathen  writers. 
Findar^s  Mufe,  like  SachariiTa,  is  a  ftately,  imperi- 
ous, and  accomplifhed  beauty ;  equally  difdaining  the 
ufe  of  art,  and  the  fear   of  any  rival;  fo  intoxicating' 

N   5  that 
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that  it  was  the  higheft  commendation  that  could  be 
given  an  Antient,  that  he  was  not  afraid  to  tafte  of 
her  charms ; 

**  Pindarici  fontis  qui  non  cxpalluit  hauftus;** 
a  danger  which  Horace  declares  he  durfl  not  run. 

Anacreon's  Muie  is  like  Amoret,  moft  fweet,  na- 
tural, and  delicate;  all  over  flowers,  graces,  and 
charms;  infpiring  complacency,  not  awe;  and  fhe 
feems  to  have  good-nature  enough  to  admit  a  rival, 
which  (he  cannoty^W. 

Sappho's  Mufe,  like  Lady ,  is  paflionately  tender, 

and  glowing;  like  oil  fet  on  fire,  fhe  is  fcfty  and 
nvarm,  in  excefs.  Sappho  has  left  us  a  few  frag- 
ments only;  Time  has  fwallowed  the  refl;;  but  that 
little  which  remains,  like  the  remaining  jewel  of 
Cleopatra,  after  the  other  was  diflblved  at  her  ban- 
quet, may  be  efleemcd  (as  was  that  jewel)  a  fufficient 
ornament  for  the  goddefs  of  beauty  herfelf. 

Horace's  Mufe  (like  one  1  fhall  not  prefume  to 
name)  is  correct,  fblid,  and  moral;  (he  joins  all  the 
fweetnefs  and  majefty,  all  the  fenfe  and  the  fire  of  the 
former y  in  the  julleft  proportions  and  degrees;  fuper- 
adding  a  felicity  of  drefs  entirely  her  own.  She 
moreover  is  diftinguifhable  by  this  particularity.  That 
fhe  abounds  in  biddtn  graces,  and  fecret  charms, 
which  none  but  the  difcerning  can  difcover;  nor  are 
any  capable  of  doing  full  juftice,  in  their  opinion,  to 
her  excellencies,  without  giving  the  world,  at  the 
fame  time,  an  inconteftable  proof  of  refinement  in 
their  own  underftandings. 

But, 
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But,  after  all,  to  thiC  honour  of  our  own  country 
1  mull  add,  that  I  think  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on  St. 
Cccilia*s  Day  inferior  to  no  compofition  of  this  kind. 
Its  chief  beauty  confirts  in  adapting  the  numbers  mod 
happily  to  the  variety  of  the  occafion.  Thofe  by 
which  he  has  chofen  to  exprefs  Majefly,  (viz.) 

Aflumes  the  God, 
Aifedls  to  nod. 
And  feems  to  ihake  the  fpheres. 
are  chofen  in  the  following  Ode,  becaufe  the   fubjeci 
of  it  is  great. 

For  the  more  harmony  like  wife,  I  chofe  the  fre- 
quent return  of  rhyme;  which  laid  me  under  great 
difficulties.  But  diiEculties  overcome  give  grace  and 
pleafure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the  pleafure  of  rhyme 
in  general  (of  which  the  moderns  are  too  fond)  but 
from  this  truth. 

But  then  the  Writer  muft  take  care  that  the  diffi- 
culty ^'s  overcome.  That  is,  he  muft  make  rhvme 
confiftent  with  as  perfect  fenfe,  and  expreflion,  as 
could  be  expe£led  if  he  was  free  from  that  fhackle. 
Othcrwife,  it  gives  neither  grace  to  the  work,  nor 
pleafure  to  the  reader,  nor,  confequently,  reputation 
to  the  Poet. 

To  fum  the  whole :  Ode  fhould  be  peculiar,  but 
not  ftrained;  moral,  but  not  flat;  natural,  but  not 
obvious;  delicate,  but  not  afTefted;  noble,  but  not 
ambitious;  full,  but  not  obfcure;  fiery,  but  not  mad; 
thick,  but  not  loaded  in  its  numbers,  which  fhould 
be  mofl  harmonious,  without  the  leaft  facrifice  of  ex- 
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preflion,  or  of  fenfe.     Above  all,  in  this,  as  in  every 
work  of  genius,  fomewhat  of  an  original   fpirit  fhould 
be>    at  Icart,    attempted;   othervvife   the    Poet,  whofe 
charadler   difclaims    mediocrity,    makes    a  fecondary 
praifc  his  ultimate  ambition ;  which  has   fomething   of 
a  contradiction  in  it.     Originals  only  have    true   life, 
and  differ  as  much  from  the  bell  Imitations,  as    men 
from  the    moft    animated   pidures    of  them.     Nor  is 
what  1  fay  at  all  inconfillent  with  a  due  deference   for 
the  great  Ilandards  of  Antiquity;  nay,   that   very  de- 
ference is  an  argument  for  it,  for  doubtlefs   their  ex- 
ample is  on   my  fide  in  this  matter.     And  we  fhould 
rather  imitate  their  example  in  the  general  motives, 
and  fundamental   methods   of  their  working,  than  ia 
their  works  themfclves.     This  is  a  diftindlion,  I  think, 
not  hitherto  made,  and  a  diftinftion   of  confequence. 
For  the   firft  may  make  us  their   equals ;   the   fccond 
mufl  pronounce  us  their   inferiors  even  in  our  utmoft 
fuccefs.     But  the  firft  of  thefe  prizes  is  not  fo  readily 
taken  by  the  moderns;  as  valuables  too  mafly  for  eafy 
carriage  are  not  fo  liable  to  the  thief. 

The  Antients  had  a  particular  regard  to  the  choice 
of  their  fubjefls ;  which  were  generally  national  and 
great.  My  fubjcct  is,  in  its  own  nature,  noble;  mofl 
proper  for  an  Englilhman;  never  more  proper  than  on 
this  occafion;  and  (what  is  ftrange)  hitherto  unfung. 

If  I  ftand  not  abfolutely  condemned  by  ray  own 
rules;  if  I  have  hit  the  fpLrit  of  Ode  in  general;  if  I 
cannot  think  with  Mr.  Cowley,  that  **  Mufic  alone, 
«*  fometimes,  makes  an  excellent  Ode,** 

•'  Verfus 
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"  Verfus  inopes  rerum,  nugsque  canorse;" 
if  there  is  any  thought,  enthafiafm,  and  picture,  which 
are  as  the  body,  foul,  and  robe  of  poetry ;  in  a  word, 
if  in  any  degree  1  have  provided  rather  food  for  men, 
than  air  for  wits ;  I  hope  fmaller  faults  will  meet  in- 
dulgence for  the  fake  of  the  deiign^  which  is  the 
glory  of  my  Country  and  my  King. 

And  indeed,  this  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that  great 
fubjeds  are  above  being  nice;  that  dignity  and  fpirit 
€ver  fufFer  from  fcrupulous  exaftnefs;  and  that  the 
minuter  cares  effeminate  a  compofition.  Great  mailers 
of  Poetry,  Painting,  and  Statuary,  in  their  nobler 
works,  have  even  affeded  the  contrary:  and  juilly; 
for  a  truly-mafculine  air  partakes  more  of  the  negli- 
gent, than  of  the  neat,  both  in  writings,  and  in  life 

"  Grandis  oratio  haberet  majertatis  fuae  pondus." 

Pet  RON'. 
A  Poem,  like  a  criminal,  under  too  fevere  correc- 
tion, may  lofe  all  its  fpirit,  and   expire.     We  know 
it  was  Faber  imus,  that  was  fuch  an  artiil  at  a  hair  or 
a  nail.     And  we  know  the  caufe  was 
**  Quia  ponere  totum 

"  Nefcius."  HoR, 

Toclofe;  If  a  piece  of  this  nature  wants  an  apo- 
logy, I  mufl  own,  that  thofe  who  have  flrength  of 
mind  fufficieiit  profitably  to  devote  the  whole  of  their 
time  to  the/everer  lludies,  I  defpair  of  imitating,  I 
can  only  envy  and  admire.  The  mind  is  relieved 
and  ftrengthened  by  variety;  and  he  that  fometimes  is 
fporting  with  his  pen,  is  only  taking  the  moft  effedual 

means 
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means  of  giving  a  general  importance  to  it.  This 
truth  is  clear  from  the  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
and  of  Hiilory;  from  which  I  could  cite  very  cele- 
brated inftances,  did  I  not  fear  that,  by  citing  them, 
I  Ihould  condemn  myfelf,  who  am  fo  little  qualified  to 
follow  their  example  in  its  full  extent. 


O  CK  AN: 
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AN  ODE. 


CONCLUDING    WITH    A    V/  I  S  H. 

'*  Let  the  fea  make  a  noife,  let  the  floods  clap  their 
"  hands,'*  Psal.  xcviii, 

L 

e  WEE T  rural  fcene  ! 
Of  flocks  and  green  ! 
At  carelefs  eafe  my  limbs  are  fpread; 

All  nature  ftill. 

But  yonder  rill; 
And  liftening  pines  nod  o'er  my  head: 

n. 

In  profpeft  wide. 

The  boundlefs  tide ! 
Waves  ceafe  to  foam,  and  winds  to  roar ; 

Without  a  breeze, 

The  curling  feas 
Dance  on,  in  meafure,  to  the  {horCt 

III.  Whr 
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III. 

Who  fings  the  fource 

Of  wealth  and  force  ? 
Vafl  field  of  commerce  and  big  war: 

Where  wonders  dwell  1 

Where  terrors  fwell ! 
And  Neptune  thunders  from  his  car  ? 

IV. 

Where  ?  where  are  they. 

Whom  Pagan's  ray 
Has  to'jch'd,  and  bid  divinely  rave  ? 

What,  none  afpire  ? 

1  fnaich  the  lyre. 
And  plunge  into  the  foaming  wave. 

V. 

The  wave  refounds ! 

The  rock  rebounds ! 
The  Nereids  to  my  fong  replyl 

I  lead  the  choir. 

And  they  confpire 
With  voice  and  fhell  to  lift  it  high ; 

VI. 

They  fpread  in  air 

Their  bofoms  fair; 
Their  verdant  trefles  pour  behind. 

The  billows  beat 

With  nimble  feet, 
With  notes  triumphant  fwell  the  wind. 


VII. 
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VII. 

Who  love  the  fhore. 

Let  thofe  adore 
The  God  Apollo,  and  his  Nine, 

ParnafTus*  hill. 

And  Orpheus'  fkill; 
But  let  Arion's  harp  be  mine. 

VIII. 

The  main  !   the  main  i 

Is  Britain's  reign; 
Ker  ftrength,  her  glory,  is  her  fleet  j 

The  main  !   the  main  I 

Be  Briton's  ftrain; 
As  Triton's  ftrong,  as  Syren's  fweet, 

IX. 

Through  nature  wide. 

Is  nought  dcfcry'd 
So  rich  in  pleafure,  or  furprize; 

When  all-ferene. 

How  fweet  the  fcene  ! 
How  dreadful,  when  the  billows  rife, 

X. 

And  ftorms  deface 

The  fluid  glafs. 
In  which  ere-while  Britannia  fair 

Look'd  down  with  pride. 

Like  Ocean's  bride, 
Adjulling  her  majeflic  air. 

XI.  When 
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XI. 

When  tempefts  ceafe. 

And  hufii'd  in  peace 
The  flatienM  furges  fmoothly  fpread 

Deep  filencc  keep. 

And  feem  to  fleep 
Recumbent  on  their  oozy  bedj 

XII. 

With  what  a  trance 

The  level  glance. 
Unbroken,  fnoots  along  the  feas  I 

Which  tempt  from  fhore 

The  painted  oar ; 
And  every  canvas  courts  tlie  breeze ! 

XIII. 

When  rulhes  forth 

The  frowning  North 
On  blackening  billows,  with  what  dread 

My  fhuddering  foul 

Beholds  them  roll. 
And  hears  their  roarings  o'er. my  head! 

XIV. 

With  terror  mark 

Yon  flying  bark ! 

Now,  center-deep  defcend  the  brave; 

Now,  tofs'd  on  high 
It  takes  the  flcy, 

A  feather  oi>  the  towering  wave ! 

XV.  Now, 
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XV. 

Now,  fpins  around 

In  whirls  profound; 
Now,  whelm 'd;  now,  pendant  near  the  clouds ; 

Now,  ftunn'd,  it  reels 

Midft  thunder's  peals; 
And,  now,  fierce  lightning  tires  the  Ihrouds. 

XVI. 

All  aither  burns! 
Chaos  returns ! 

And  blends  once  more  the  feas  and  ikies; 

No  fpace  between 

1'hy  bofom  green, 
O  Deep  1  and  the  blue  concave,  lies. 

XVII. 

The  northern  blafl. 

The  Ihatter'd  mafl. 
The  fyrt,  the  v.'hirlpool,  and  the  rock. 

The  breaking  fpout. 

The  liars  gone  out. 
The  boiling  ftreight,  the  monllers  fhock, 

XVI  n. 

Let  others  fear; 

To  Britain  dear 
Whatever  promotes  her  daring  claim; 

Thofe  terrors  charm. 

Which  keep  her  warm 
In  chace  of  honcll  gain  or  fame. 

XIX,  The 
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XIX. 

The  ftars  are  bright 

To  chcar  the  night. 
And  fhed,  through  fhadows  tempered  fire; 

And  Phoebus  fl;imes 

With  burnifh'd  beams, 
"^'hich  fome  adore,  and  all  admire. 

XX. 

Are  then  the  Teas 

Outfhone  by  thefe  ? 
Bright  Thetys  !  thou  art  not  outfhone; 

With  kinder  beams. 

And  fofter  gleams. 
Thy  bofom  wears  them  as  thy  own. 

XXI. 

There,  fet  in  green, 

Gold-ftars  are  feen, 
A  mantle  rich !  thy  charms  to  wrap; 

And  when  the  fun 

His  race  has  run. 
He  falls  enamour'd  in  thy  lap. 

xxri. 

Thofe  clouds,  whofe  dyes 

Adorn  the  (kies. 
That  filver  fnow,  that  pearly  rain; 

Has  Phoebus  dole 

To  grace  the  pole, 
The  plunder  of  ih'  invaded  main ! 

XXIII.  The 
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XXIII. 

The  gaudy  bow, 

Whofe  colours  glow, 
Whofe  arch  with  fo  much  Ikill  is  bent. 

To  Phoebus*  ray. 

Which  paints  fo  gay. 
By  thee  the  watery  woof  was  lent. 

XXIV. 

In  chambers  deep. 

Were  waters  fleep. 
What  unknown  treafures  pave  the  floor  ? 

The  pearl  in  rows 

Pale  luftre  throws ; 
The  wealth  immenfe,  which  ftorms  devour. 

XXV. 

From  Indian  mines. 

With  proud  defigns. 
The  merchant,  fwoln,  digs  golden  ore. 

The  tempefts  rife. 

And  feize  the  prize. 
And  tofs  him  breathlefs  on  the  fhore. 

XXVI. 
His  fon  complains 
In  pious  ftrains 
"  Ah !  cruel  thirfl  of  gold !  '*  he  cries ; 
Then  ploughs  the  main. 
In  zeal  for  gain. 
The  tears  yet  fwelling  in  his  eyes. 
Vol,  LX.  O  XXVII. 
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XXVII. 

Thou  watery  vail 

What  mounds  are  call 
To  bar  thy  dreadful  flowings-o'cr  ? 

Thy  proudcil  foam 

Mull  know  its  home  ; 
But  rage  of  gold  difdains  a  fhore. 

XXVIII. 

Gold  Pleafure  buys ; 

But  Pleafure  dies. 
To  foon  the  grofs  fruition  cloys  : 

Though  raptures  court. 

The  fenfe  is  fhort ; 
But  Virtue  kindles  living  joys ; 

XXIX. 

Joys  felt  alone  ! 

Joys  a&*d  of  none  ! 
Which  Time's  and  Fortune's  arrows  mifs ; 

Joys  that  fubfill. 

Though  Fates  refill, 
And  unprecarious  endlcfs  blifs  I 

XXX. 
The  foul  refin'd 
Is  moll  inclin'd 
To  every  moral  excellence  ; 
All  A'ice  is  dull, 
A  knave's  a  fool ; 
And  Virtue  is  the  child  of  Senfe. 

XXXI.  The 


OCEAN.  ijj 

XXXI. 

The  virtuous  mind 

Nor  wave,  nor  wind. 
Nor  civil  rage,  nor  tyrant's  frown> 

The  fhaken  ball. 

Nor  planets  fall. 
From  its  firm  bafis  can  dethrone. 

XXXII. 

This  Britain  knows. 

And  therefore  glows 
With  generous  paflions,  and  expends 

Her  wealth  and  zeal 

On  public  weal. 
And  brightens  both  by  godlike  ends. 

XXXIIL 

What  end  fo  great. 

As  that  which  late 
Awoke  the  Genius  of  the  main. 

Which  towering  rofe 

With  George  to  clofe. 
And  rival  great  Eliza's  reign  ? 

XXXIV. 

A  voice  has  flown 

From  Britain's  throne 
To  rein  flame  a  grand  defign  ; 

That  voice  fhall  rear 

Yon   *  fahrick  fair. 
As  Nature's  rofe  at  the  eii'vine, 

*  Greenwich. 

O  2  XXXV.  Whfn 


,96  YOUNG'S     POEMS. 

XXXV. 

When  nature  fprung, 

Blcft  angels  fung, 
And  ihouted  o'er  the  rifing  ball ; 

For  drains  as  high 

As  man's  can  fly, 
Thcfe  fea-devoted  honours  call. 

XXXVI. 

From  boifterous  feas. 

The  lap  of  eafe 
Receives  our  wounded  and  our  old  ; 

High  domes  afcend  ! 

Stretch'd  arches  bend  I 
Proud  columns  fwell !  wide  gates  unfold ! 

XXXVII. 

So  fleeps  the  grain. 

In  foftering  rain. 
And  vital  beams,  till  Jove  defccnd  ; 

Then  burlh  the  root ! 

The  verdures  fhoot ! 
And  earth  enrich,  adorn,  defend ! 

XXXVill. 
Here,  foft-reclin'd 
From  wave,  from  wind. 
And  Fortune's  temped  fafe  afhore. 
To  cheat  their  care. 
Of  former  war 
They  talk  the  i)leafing  fhadows  o'er. 

XXXIX.  In 
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XXXIX. 

In  lengthen'd  tales. 

Our  fleet  prevails ; 
In  tales  the  lenitives  of  age  ! 

And,  o'er  the  bowl. 

They  fire  the  foul 
Ofliflening  youth,  to  martial  rage, 

XL, 

The  ftory  done. 

Their  fetting  fun. 
Serenely  fmiling  down  the  Weft, 

In  ibft  decay. 

They  drop  away ; 
And  Honour  leads  them  to  their  reil» 

XLI. 

Unhappy  they  ! 

And  falfely  gay ! 
Who  bafk  for  ever  in  fuccefs  ;- 

A  conftant  feaft 

Quite  palls  the  tafte. 
And  long  enjoyment  is  diiirefs. 

XLII. 
What  charms  us  mofl:. 
Our  joy,  our  boaH, 
Familiar,  lofes  all  its  glofs ; 
And  gold  refin'd 
The  fated  mind 
Faflidious  turns  to  perfed  drcfs. 

O  3         XL  in.  WTien, 


198  YOUNG'S    POEMS. 

xLiir. 

When,  after  toil. 

His  native  foil 
The  panting  mariner  regains. 

What  tranfport  flows 

From  bare  repofe  ! 
We  reap  our  pleafure  from  our  pains. 

XLIV. 

Ye  warlike  flain  ! 

Beneath  the  main. 
Wrapt  in  a  watery  winding  ftjeet ; 

Who  bought  with  blood 

Your  country's  good. 
Your  country's  full-blown  glory  greet. 

XLV. 

What  powerful  charm 

Can  death  difarm  ? 
Your  long,  your  iron  flumbers  break  ? 

By  Jove,  by  Fame, 

By  George's  name. 
Awake !  awake  1  awake ! 

XLVI. 

Our  joy  fo  proud. 

Our  fhout  fo  loud. 
Without  a  charm  the  dead  might  hear: 

And  fee,  they  rouze  ! 

Their  awful  brows, 
Deep -fear  *d,  from  oozy  pillows  rear! 

XL VII.  With 
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XLVII. 

With  fpiral  (hell, 
Full-blafled,  tell 
That  all  your  watery  realms  fhould  ring ; 
Your  pearl-alcoves, 
Your  coral-groves. 
Should  echo  theirs,  and  Britain's  king. 

XLVIII. 

As  long  as  Itars 

Guide  mariners. 
As  Carolina's  virtues  pleafe. 

Or  funs  invite 

The  ravifh'd  fight. 
The  Britifh  iiag  fhall  fweep  the  feas, 
XLIX. 

Peculiar  both ! 

Our  foil's  ftrong  growth. 
And  our  bold  natives  hardy  mind; 

Sure  Heaven  befpoke 

Our  hearts,  and  oak. 
To  give  a  mailer  to  mankind. 

L. 

That  nobleft  birth 

Of  teeming  earth. 
Of  foreits  fair  that  daughter  proud. 

To  foreign  coalh 

Our  grandeur  boafts. 
And  Britain's  pleafure  fpeaks  aloud. 

O  4  LI.  Now 
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i>r. 

Now  big  with  war 

Sends  Fate  from  far. 
If  rebel  realms  their  Fate  demand; 

Now,  fumptuous  fpoils 

Of  foreign  foils 
Pours  in  the  bofom  of  our  land. 

LII. 

Hence,  Britain  lays 

In  fcales,  and  weighs 
The  fates  of  kingdoms  and  of  kings ; 

And  as  (he  frowns. 

Or  fmiles,  on  crowns 
A  night  or  day  of  glory  fprings, 

LIII. 

Thus  Ocean  fwells 

The  llreams  and  rills. 
And  to  their  borders  lifts  them  high ; 

Or  elfe  withdraws 

The  mighty  caufe. 
And  leaves  their  famifli'd  channels  dry. 

LIV. 

How  mixt,  how  frail. 

How  fure  to  fail. 
Is  every  pleafure  of  mankind ! 

A  damp  deftroys 

My  blooming  joys. 
While  Britain's  glory  fires  my  mind. 

LV.  For 
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LV. 

For  who  can  gaze 

On  reltlefs  feas, 
Unflruck  with  life's  more  refllefs  (late  ? 

Where  all  are  tofsM, 

And  moll  are  loft 
By  tides  of  paiGon,  blafts  of  fate? 

LVI. 

The  world's  the  main. 

How  vext !  how  vain  ! 
Ambition  fwells,  and  Anger  foams ; 

May  good  men  find. 

Beneath  the  wind, 
A  noifelefs  Ihore,  unruffled  homes  I 

LVII. 

The  public  fcene 

Of  harden'd  men 
Teach  me,  O  teach  me  to  defpife ! 

The  world  few  know 

But  to  their  woe. 
Our  crimes  with  our  experience  rife  ; 

LVIIL 
All  tender  fenfe 
Is  banifh'd  thencCr 
All  maiden  nature's  firft  alarms 
What  fhock'd  before 
Difgufts  no  more. 
And  what  difgulled  has  its  chajms. 

LIX.  In 
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LIX. 

In  landfkips  green 

True  Blifs  is  fccn, 
\^'ilh  Innocence,  in  ihades,  (he  fports ; 

In  wealthy  towns 

Proud  Labour  frowns. 
And  painted  Sorrow  fmilcs  in  courts. 

LX. 

Thcfc  fcenes  untry'd 

Scduc'd  my  pride. 
To  Fortune's  arrows  bar'd  mv  breaft; 

Till  Wifdom  came, 

A  hoars'  dame ! 
And  t<Ai  me  pleafure  was  in  reft. 

LXI. 
•'  O  may  I  Ileal 
•*  Along  the  vale 
*♦  Of  humble  life,  fecure  from  foes ! 
My  friend  fincere ! 
My  judgment  clear  I 
•»  And  gentle  bufiaefs  my  repofe ! 

LXII. 
«<  My  mind  be  llrong 
•*  To  combat  wrong  ! 
**  Grateful,  O  King!  for  favours  (hown! 
•*  Soft  to  complain 
"  For  others*  J>ain  ! 
«*  And  bold  to  triumph  o'er  my  own  \ 

LXIII.  "  (\Mien 
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«  (When  Fortune's  kind) 

"  Acute  to  find, 
"  And  warm  to  relifh  every  boon ! 

«  And  v/ife  to  (till 

«  Fantaftic  ill, 
"  Whofe  frightful  fpedres  flalk  at  noon ! 

LXIV. 

"  No  fruitlefs  toils  I 

<'  No  brainlefs  broils ! 
"  Each  moment  level'd  at  the  mark  I 

"  Our  day  fo  fiiort 

"  Invites  no  fport ; 
«<  Be  fad  and  folemn  when  'tis  dark. 
LXV. 

"  Yet  Prudence  fllll 

"  Rein  thou  my  will  \ 
"  What's  moft  important,  make  mofl  dear ! 

«  For  'tis  in  this, 

'*  Re  fide  3  true  blifs ; 
*♦  True  blifs,  a  deity  fevere  I 

LXVI. 

«  When  temper  leans 

"  To  gayer  fcenes, 
"  And  ferious  life  void  moments  fpares, 

"  The  fylvan  chace 

"  My  fmews  brace  ! 
<*  Or  fong  unbend  my  mind  from  cares ! 

LXVII.  "  Nor 
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LXVII. 

**  Nor  fhun,  my  foul ! 

"  The  genial  bowl, 
«*  Where  mirth,  good-nature,  fpirit,  flow  I 

**  Ingredients  thefe, 

"  Above,  to  picafe 
•*  The  laughing  gods,  the  wife,  below. 

LXVIII. 

«*  Though  rich  the  viner 

«*  More  wit,  than  wine. 
More  fenfe,  than  wit,  good-will  than  art, 

«*  May  I  provide  1 

*'  Fair  Truth,  my  pride  ! 
«*  My  joy,  the  converfe  of  the  heart ! 

LXIX. 

"  The  gloomy  brow, 

'*  The  broken  vow, 
•*  To  diHant  climes,  ye  gods !  remove  ! 

**  The  nobly-foul'd 

'*  Their  commerce  hold 
•*  With  words  of  truth,  and  looks  of  love  I 

LXX. 
"  O  glorious  aim ! 
«*  O  wealth  fupreme  ! 
•<  Divine  Benevolence  of  foul ' 
"  That  greatly  glows, 
*'  And  freely  flows, 
•*  And  in  one  blefling  grafps  the  whole ! 

LXXI.  "  Pro- 
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LXXL 

*<  Prophetic  fchemes, 

*'  And  golden  dreams, 
-«  May  I,  unfanguine,  caft  away  I 

"  Have,  what  I  have ! 

"  And  live,  not  leave, 
«  Enamour'd  of  the  prefent  day ! 

LXXII. 
"  My  hours  my  own ! 
"My  faults  unknown ! 
^*  My  chief  revenue  in  content ! 
"  Then,  leave  one  beam 
"Of  honeft  fame ! 
■**  And  fcorn  the  labour'd  monument! 
LXXIII. 
*<  Unhurt  my  urn  ! 
"  Till  that  great  turn 
**  When  mighty  Nature's  felffhalldie. 
"  Time  ceafe  to  glide, 
"  With  human  pride, 
♦«  Sunk  in  the  Ocean  of  EternityJ 
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TO       THE 

BRIGHT  HON.  THOMAS  LORD   PARKER, 

BARON  OF  MACCLESFIED, 

LORD  HIGH-CHANCELLOR   OF   GREAT-BRITAIN, 

ET  C.    X  TC. 

M  V  Lord, 

'Tp  HOUGH  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  known  to 

your  Lordlliip,  I  prcfume  to  take  a  privilege  , 
which  men  of  retirement  are  apt  to  think  themfelves 
in  pofTefCon  of,  as  being  the  only  method  they  have  ^ 
of  making  their  way  to  perfons  of  your  Lordfliip's 
high  ftation  v/ithout  ftruggling  through  multitudes 
for  accefo.  I  may  poiubly  fail  in  my  refped  to  your 
Lordfhip,  even  while  I  endeavour  to  Ihew  it  moil; 
but  if  I  err,  it  is  becaufe  I  imagined  I  ought  not  to 
make  my  firll  approach  to  one  of  your  Lordfhip's  exalted 
character  with  lefs  ceremony  than  that  of  a  Dedica- 
tion. It  is  annexed  to  the  condition  of  eminent 
merit,  not  to  fufTer  more  from  the  malice  of  its  ene- 
mies, than  from  the  importunity  of  its  admirers; 
and  perhaps  it  would  be  unjuft,  that  your  Lordfhip 
Ihjould  hope  to  be  exempted  from  the  troubles,  v/hen 
you  pofTefs  all  the  talents,  of  a  patron. 

I  have  here  a  fair  occafion  to  celebrate  thofe  fublime  • 
qualities,  of  which  a  whole  nation  is  fenfible,  were  it 
not  inconfiflent  with  the  defign  of  my   prefent  appli- 
cation.    By  the  juft  difcharge  of  your  great  cmploy- 
m.ents,  your  Lordfliip  may  well   defcrve   the  prayers 
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of  the  diflrcffcd,  the  thanks  of  your  country,  .^nd  the 
approbation  of  your  Royal  Mafter:  this  indeed  is  a 
reafon  why  every  good  Briton  (hould  applaud  your 
Lordfhip;  but  it  is  equally  a  reafon  why  none  fhould 
dillurb  you  in  the  execution  of  your  important  affairs 
by  works  of  fancy  and  amufcment.  I  was  therefore 
induced  to  make  this  addrefs  to  your  Lordfhip,  by 
corfidcring  you  rather  in  the  amiable  light  of  a  per- 
fon  diilinguiQied  for  a  refined  talte  of  the  polite  arts, 
and  the  candour  thit  i:fually  attends  it,  than  in  the 
dignity  of  your  public  chara(f>cr. 

The  greatnefs  and  folcmnity  of  the  fubjc6^s  treated 
of  in  the  following  Work  cannot  fail  in  fome  mcafure 
to  recommend  it  to  a  perfon  who  holds  in  the  utmoll 
veneration  thole  facred  books  from  which  it  is  taken; 
and  would  at  the  fame  time  juflify  to  the  world  my 
choice  of  the  great  name  prefixed  to  it,  could  I  be 
affured  that  the  undertaking  had  not  fuffcred  in  my 
hands.  Thus  much  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  fay, 
that  if  this  little  Performance  had  not  been  very  in- 
dulgently fpoken  of  by  feme,  whofe  judgment  is  uni- 
verfally  allowed  in  writings  of  this  nature,  I  had  not 
dared  to  gratify  my  ambition  in  offering  it  to  your 
Lordfhip:  I  am  fcnfible  that  I  am  endeavouring  to  ex- 
cufc  one  vanity  by  another ;  but  I  hope  [  fhall  meet 
with  pardon  for  it,  fmce  it  is  vifibly  intended  to  fhew 
the  great  fubmifTion  and  refped  with  which  I  am. 
My  Lord, 
your  Lor d s h  i  p *s  mofl  obedient 

and  mod  humble  Servant, 

EDWARD  YOUNG, 
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PARAPHRASE 

ON    PART     OF 

THE    BOOK    OF   JOB. 

nr  KRICE  happy  Jcb  long  llv'd  in  Pvegal  State, 
Nor  faw  the  fumptuous  Eaft  a  prince  fo  great; 
Whofe  worldly  ftores  in  fuch  abundance  flow'd, 
Whofe  heart  with  fuch  exalted  virtue  glow'd. 
At  length  misfortunes  take  their  turn  to  reign,  5 

And  ills  on  ills  fucceed ;  a  dreadful  train  ! 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  povert}'-,  and  wrong. 
The  fword  wide-wailing,  the  reproachful  tongue. 
And  fpotted  plagues,  that  mark'd  his  limbs  all  o*er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more  !      10 
A  change  fo  fad  what  mortal  here  could  bear  ? 
Exhaultcd  woe  had  left  him  nought  to  fear; 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  preft. 
Wept  in  the  duft,  and  forely  fmote  his  breaft. 
His  friends  around  the  deep  afflidlion  mourn'd,  15 

Felt  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  for  groan  returned; 
In  anguifh  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent. 
And  feven  long  days  in  folemn  filence  fpent; 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  diftrefs  fo  great  1 
Then  Job  contain'd  no  more;  but  curs'd  hi:  fate.    20 

P  2  His 
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His  day  of  birth,  its  inaufpicious  light. 
He  wifhes  funk  in  fhades  of  endlefs  night, 
And  blotted  from  the  year;  nor  fears  to  crave 
DeaUi,  inftant  death;  impatient  for  the  grave. 
That  feat  of  peace,  that  manfion  of  repofe,  25 

Where  reft  and  mortals  are  no  longer  foes ; 
Where  counfellors  are  hulh'd,  and  mighty  kings 
(O  happy  turn!)  no  more  are  wretched  tilings. 

His  words  were  daring,  and  difpleas'd  his  friends; 
His  condud  they  reprove,  and  he  defends;  30 

>Vnd  now  they  kindled  into  warm  debate. 
And  fentimcnts  oppo^'d  with  equal  heat; 
Fix'd  in  opinion,  both  refufe  to  yield. 
And  fammon  alJ  their  reafon  to  the  field: 
So  high  at  length  their  arguments  were  wrought,      35 
They  reach'd  the  laft  extent  of  human  thought: 
A  paufe  enfued. — When,  lo  !   heaven  interpos'd. 
And  awefully  the  long  contention  clos'd. 
Full  o'er  their  heads,  with  terrible  furprize, 
A  fudden  whirlwind  blacken 'd  all  the  ikies:  40 

('I'hey  faw,  and  trembled  I)   from  the  darknefs  broke 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thus  th'  Almighty  fpoke: 

Who  gives  his  tongue  a  loofe  fo  bold  and  vain, 
Cenfures  my  condud,  and  reproves  my  reign; 
Lifts  up  his  thought  againft  me  from  the  duft,  45 

And  tells  the  World's  Creator  what  is  jull? 
Of  late  fo  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntlcfs  eye. 
Face  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply: 
WUiere  .didft  Thou  dwell  at  nature's  early  birth  ? 
W  ho  laid  foundations  for  the  fpacious  earth  ?  50 

Who 
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Who  on  its  furface  did  extend  the  line. 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine  ? 
Who  fix'd  the  corner-ftone  ?  What  hand,  declare. 
Hung  it  on  nought,  and  faften'd  it  on  air; 
When  the  bright  morning  ftars  in  concert  Tung,        55 
When  heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  hofannahs  rung. 
When  fhouting  fons  of  God  the  triumph  crown 'd. 
And  the  wide  concave  thunder'd  with  the  found  ? 
Earth's  numerous  kingdoms.,  haft  Thou  view'd  them  all  ? 
And  can  thy  fpan  of  knowledge  grafp  the  ball?         60 
Who  heav'd  the  tnountairL,  which  fublimely  ftands. 
And  cafts  its  lliadow  into  diftant  lands  ? 

Who,  ftretching  forth  his  fceptre  o'er  the  deep,. 
Can  that  wide  world  in  due  fubjeclion  keep? 
I  broke  the  globe,  I  fcoop'd  its  hollow  fide,  65 

And  did  a  bafon  for  the  floods  provide ; 
I  chain'd  them  with  my  word;  the  boiling  fea, 
Work'd  up  in  tempeils,  hears  my  great  decree; 
**  Thu5  far,  tliy  floating  tide  fhall  be  convey'd; 
**•  And  here,  O  main,  be  thy  proud  billows  ftay'd."  70 

Haft  Thou  explor'd  \)[itfecrets  of  the  deep. 
Where,  fhut  from  ufe,  unnumbcr'd  treafures  fleep  ? 
Where,  down  a  thoufand  fathoms  from  the  day. 
Springs  the  great  fountain,  mother  of  the  fea  ? 
Thofe  gloomy  paths  did  thy  bold  foot  e'er  tread,      ;-^ 
Whole  worlds  of  waters  rolling  o'er  thy  head  ? 

Hath  tJic  cleft  centre  open'd  wide  to  Thee  ? 
Death's  inmoft  chambers  didil  Thou  ever  fee  ? 
E'er  knock  at  his  tremendous  gate,  and  wade 
To  the  black  portal  through  th'  incumbent  fnada  ?    So 

P  3  Deep 
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Deep  are  thofe  fhades;  but  fhadcs  dill  deeper  hide 

iVly  counfels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

Where  dwells  the  It^kt?  In  what  refulgent  dome? 

And  where  has  darknep  made  her  difmal  home  ? 

Thou  k.now'ft,  no  doubt,  lince  thy  large  heart  is  fraught  85 

With  ripenM  wifdom,  through  long  ages  brought; 

Since  nature  was  cali'd  forth  when  Thou  wail  by. 

And  into  Being  rofe  beneath  thine  eye  ! 

Are  tnijii  begotten  ?  Who  their  father  knew  ? 

From  whom  deicend  the  pearly  drops  of  dew  ?  pc 

To  bind  the  it  re  am  by  night,  what  hand  can  boaft. 

Or  whiten  morning  with  the  Vo-xxy  froji  ? 

Whoftr  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regions  blown. 

Touches  the  Tea,  and  turns  it  into  ftone  ? 

A  fuduen  dcfart  fpreads  o*er  realms  defac'd,  95 

And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  wa lie  ? 

Thou  know'il  Me  not ;  thy  blindnefs  cannot  fee 

How  vaft  a  diilance  parts  thy  God  from  Thee. 
Canft  I'hou  in  luhtrlvomdi  mount  aloft  ^  Canft  Thou 

Jn  clouds  and  darknefs  wrap  thy  awful  brow;  100 

And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridian  light. 

Put  fortli  thy  hand,  and  fhadc  the  world  with  night  ? 

Wi^io  launch'd  the  clouds  in  air,  and  bid  them  roll 
Sufpended  feas  aloft,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Who  can  refrcfh  the  burning  fandy  plain,  105 

And  quench  the  fummer  with  a  wafte  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  dcfarts,  far  from  human  toil, 
iVladc  rocks  bring  forth,  and  defolation  fmile  ? 
There  blooms  the  rofe,  where  human  face  ne'er  fiione, 
Aiid  fpreads  its  beauties  to  the  fun  alone,  1 10 

To 
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To  check  the  iho.ver,  who  lifts  his  hand  on  high. 
And  fhuts  the  fluices  of  th*  exhaufted  flcy. 
When  earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  veins. 
Her  naked  mountains,  and  her  ruflet  plains  ; 
But,  new  in  life,  a  chearful  profpecfl  yields  1 15 

Of  fhining  rivers,  and  of  verdant  fields; 
When  groves  and  forefts  lavifh  all  their  bloom. 
And  earth  and  heaven  are  fill'd  with  rich  perfume  ? 

Haft  Thou  e'er  fcal'd  my  wintry  fkies,  and  feen 
Of  hail  3.nd //tcRvs  my  northern  magazine  ?  1 20 

Thefe  the  dread  treafures  of  mine  anger  are. 
My  funds  of  vengeance  for  the  day  of  war. 
When  clouds  rain  death,  and  ftorms  at  my  command 
Rage  through  the  v-orld,  or  walle  a  guilty  land. 

Who  taught  the  rapid  ivincis  to  fly  fo  fail:,  1 25 

Or  fhakes  the  centre  with  his  eaftern  blafr? 
Who  from  the  fkies  can  a  whole  deluge  pour? 
Who  ilrikes  through  nature  with  the  folema  roar 
Of  dreadful  thunder,  points  it  where  to  fall. 
And  in  fierce  lightning  wraps  the  flying  ball?  130 

Not  he  who  trembles  at  the  darted  fires. 
Falls  at  the  founds  and  in  the  flafli  expires. 

Who  drew  the  comet  out  to  fuch  a  fize. 
And  pour'd  his  flaming  train  o'er  half  the  fkies? 
Did  Thy  refentment  hang  him  out  ?  Does  he  135 

Glare  on  the  nation,  and  denounce,  from  Thee  ? 

Who  on  low  earth  can  moderate  the  rein. 
That  guides  the y/^ri  along  th'  ethereal  plain  ? 
Appoint  their  feafons,  and  diretl  their  cuurfe. 
Their  ludre  brighten,  and  fupply  their  force?         140 

P  4  Can  ft 
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Land  Thou  the  fkies  benevolence  reftrain. 

And  caufe  the  Pleiades  to  (hine  in  vain ; 

Or,  when  Orion  fparkles  from  his  fphere. 

Thaw  the  cold  feafon,  and  unbind  the  year; 

Bid  Mazzaroth  his  dellin'd  ftation  know,  145 

And  teach  the  bright  Arctarus  where  to  glow  ? 

Mine  is  the  night,  with  all  her  flars  ;  I  pour 

Myriads,  and  myriads  I  refer ve  in  ftore. 

Doil  Thou  pronounce  where  day-light  fball  be  born. 
And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  morn;  150 

Awake  ihc/un,  and  bid  him  come  away. 
And  glad  thy  world  with  his  obfequious  ray  ? 
Hall  Thou,  inthron'd  in  flaming  glory,  driven 
Triumphant  round  the  fpacious  ring  of  heaven  ? 
That  pomp  of  light,  what  hand  fo  far  difplays,       1 5  5 
*if  hat  diftant  earth  lies  baficing  in  the  blaze  ? 

Who  did  the yo.v/ with  her  rich  powers  invert. 
And  light  up  reafon  in  the  human  breall  ? 
To  fhine,  with  frcfh  increafe  of  luftre  bright, 
Wlien  liars  and  fun  are  fet  in  endlefs  night?  160 

TV  thefe  my  various  qucilions  make  reply. 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke;  and,  fpeaking,  fliook  the  iky. 

What  then,  Chaldaean  Sire,  was  thy  furprize  ! 
Thus  Thou,  with  trembling  heart  and  down-call  eyes: 
*'  Once  and  agnin,  which  1  in  groans  deplore,         165 
**  My  tongue  has  errM;  but  fliall  prefume  no  more. 
**  My  voice  is  in  eternal  filence  bound, 
"  And  all  my  foul  falls  proftratc  to  the  ground." 

Heceas'd:.  \Vhcn,  lo !  again  th'  Almighty  fpoke; 
The  fame  dread  voice  from  the  black  whirlwind  broke. 

Can 
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Can  that  arm  meafure  with  an  arm  divine  ? 
And  canfl  Thou  thunder  witli  a  voice  like  Mine ; 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  waters,  the  wide-fpreading  main. 
When,  mad  with  tempelb,  all  the  billows  rife         17c 
In  all  their  rage,  and  daOi  the  diilant  Ikies  ? 

Come  forth,  in  beauty's  excellence  array'd ; 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  power  difplay'd; 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  fpacious  round  of  the  creation  Ihake;  i8o 

Difpatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  vice,  lay  lofty  tyrants  low. 
And  crumble  them  to  duft.     When  this  is  done, 
I  grant  thy  fafety  lodg'd  in  Thee  alone; 
Of  Thee  Thou  art,  and  mayil  undaunted  Hand,      1 85 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  ri^ht-hand. 
Fond  man  !   the  vifion  of  a  moment  made  ! 
Dream  of  a  dream  !   and  ihadow  of  a  fhade  ! 
What  worlds  hail  thou  produc'd,  what  creatures  framM; 
What  infccls  cherifh'd,  that  thy  God  is  blam'd  ?     iqq 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  Raven's  brood 
I^oud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food  : 
Who  hears  their  cry,  who  grants  their  hoarfe  rcquell. 
And  ilills  the  clamour  of  the  craving  neil  ? 

Who  in  the  ftupid  Oftrich  has  fubdued  ipc 

A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inquietude  ? 
While  far  fhe  flies,  her  fcatter'd  eggs  are  found. 
Without  an  owner,  on  the  fandy  ground  ; 
Caft  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie. 
And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgent  iky;  200 

Adopted 
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Adopted  by  the  fun,  in  blaze  of  day. 

They  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 

Unmindful  Hie,  that  fome  unhappy  tread 

May  cru'h  her  young  in  their  neglcded  bed. 

What  time  fhe  fkiins  along  the  field  with  fpeed,      205 

She  fcorns  the  rider,  and  purfuing  ftecd. 

How  rich  the  Peacock  !  what  bright  glories  run 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  fun  ! 
He  proudly  fpreads  them  to  the  golden  ray. 
Gives  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day;  2 jo 

With  confcious  ftate  the  fpacious  round  Jifplays,. 
And  flowly  moves  amid  the  waving  blaze. 

Who  taught  the  Hawk  to  find,  in  feafons  wife. 
Perpetual  fummer,  and  a  change  of  fkics  ? 
When  clouds  deform  the  year,  Ihe  mounts  the  wind,  2 1 5 
Shoots  to  the  fouth,  nor  fears  the  llorm  behind; 
The  fun  returning,  fhe  returns  again. 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 

Though  ftrong  the  Hawk,  though  praflis'd  well  to  fly. 
An  Eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  iky;  220 

An  Eagle,  when,  deferting  human  fight. 
She  feeks  the  fun  in  her  unweary'd  flight: 
Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift. 
So  high  in  air,  and  fet  her  on  the  clift, 
WTiere  far  above  thy  world  fhe  dwells  alone,  225 

And  proudly  makes  the  llrength  of  rocks  her  own  ; 
Thence  wide  o'er  nature  takes  her  dread  furvey. 
And  with  a  glance  predeftii.ates  her  prey  ? 
She  fcaih  her  young  with  blood;  and,  hovering  o'er 
Th'  unflaughtcr'd  hofl,  enjoys  the /ro;«/jV  gore.    230 

Know'fl 
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Know'ft  Thou  how  many  moons,  by  Me  aflign'd. 
Roll  o'er  the  mountain  Goat,  and  foreft  Hind, 
While  pregnant  they  a  mother's  load  fullain  ? 
They  bend  in  anguifh,  and  caft  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  their  young,  from  human  frailties  freed;  235 
Walk  unfuflain'd,  and  unaffifted  feed  ; 
They  live  at  once  ;  forfake  the  dam's  warm  fide  ; 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  nature  tor  their  guide ; 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  feek  the  diftant  glade  ; 
And  find  a  home  In  each  delightful  fhade.  240 

Will  th'  tall  Reem,  which  knows  no  Lord  bat  Me, 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  afk  an  alms  of  thee  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  ihoulder  to  the  yoke. 
Break  the  iliir  clod,  and  o'er  thy  furrow  fmokeri* 
Since  great  his  flrength,  go  trull  him,  void  of  caie;  24c 
Lay  on  his  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year; 
Bid  him  bring  home  the  feafons  to  thy  doors. 
And  call  his  load  among  thy  gather'd  ftores. 

Didil  thou  from  fervice  the  Wild-Afs  difcharge. 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  large,     250 
Through  the  wide  walle,  his  ample  maniion,  roam. 
And  lofe  himfelf  in  his  unbounded  home  ? 
By  nature's  hand  magnificently  fed. 
His  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountains  foread  ; 
As  in  pure  air  aloft  he  bounds  along,  25^ 

He  kes  in  dillant  fmoke  the  city  tlirong ; 
Confcious  of  freedom,  fcorns  the  fmother'd  train. 
The  threatening  driver,  and  the  fervile  rein. 

Survey  the  warlike  Horfe  !  didll  Thou  invell 
Wiih  thunder  his  robuft  diilended  chelt  ?  260 

No 


220  V  O  U  N  G  '  S     POEMS. 

No  fenfc  of  fear  his  daunilefa  foul  allays ; 

*Tis  dreadful  to  behold  his  nollrils  blaze ; 

To  paw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight. 

And  triumphs  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  might ; 

liigh-rais'd  he  fnufFs  the  battle  from  afar,  265 

And  burns  to  plunge  amid  the  raging  war  ; 

And  mocks  at  death,  and  throws  liis  foam  around. 

And  in  a  dorm  of  fury  fhalccs  the  ground. 

How  does  liis  firm,  his  rifing  heart,  advance 

Full  on  the  brandilli'd  fword,  and  (haken  lance  ;     270 

"WTiUe  his  fix'd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazzling  fhicld. 

Gaze,  and  return  the  lightning  of  the  field! 

He  finks  the  fenfe  of  pain  in  generous  pride. 

Nor  feels  the  Ihaft  that  trembles  in  his  fide  ; 

But  neighs  to  the  fhrill  trumpet^s  dreadful  blaft       275 

Till  death  ;  and  when  he  groans,  he  groans  his  laft. 

But,  fiercer  flill,  the  lordly  Lion  Ilalks, . 
Grimly  itiajeflic  in  his  lonely  walks ; 
When  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly ; 
He  clears  the  dcfart  with  his  rolling  eye.  280 

Say,  mortal,  does  he  roufe  at  thy  command. 
Arid  roar  to  Thee,  and  live  upon  thy  hand  ? 
DoH  thou  for  him  in  forells  bend  thy  bow. 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morfcl  throw. 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood,         285 
And,  couch'd  in  dreadful  ambufli,  pant  for  blood; 
Or,  (Iretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  confume  the  day. 
In  darknefs  wrapt,  and  flumber  o*er  their  prey  ? 
By  the  pale  moon  they  take  their  deftin'd  round. 
And  laih  iheir  fides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground.  290 

Now 
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-Now  fhrieks  and  dying  groans  the  defart  fill; 
They  rage,  they  rend;  their  ravenous  jaws  diflil 
With  crimibn  foam ;  and,  when  the  banquet's  o'er. 
They  llride  away,  and  paint  their  Iteps  with  gore; 
In  flight  alone  the  Ihepherd  puts  his  trull,  20.5 

And  ihudders  at  the  talon  in  the  dull. 

Mild  is  my  Behemoth,  though  large  his  frame; 
Smooth  is  his  temper,  and  repreft  his  flame. 
While  unprovok'd.     This  native  of  the  flood 
Lifts  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  alliore  for  food ;        30Q 
Earth  finks  beneath  him,  as  he  moves  along 
To  feek  the  herbs,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
See  with  what  fl:rength  his  harden'd  loins  are  bound. 
All  over  proof  and  Ihut  againft  a  wound. 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail!  30c 

Nor  can  his  complicated  finews  fail. 
Built  high  and  wide,  his  folid  bones  furpafs 
The  bars  of  fteel;  his  ribs  are  ribs  of  brafs; 
His  port  majeftic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  foreil,  and  the  mountain,  law.  310 

The  mountains  feed  him;  there  the  beafts  admire 
The  mighty  flranger,  and  in  dread  retire. 
At  length  his  greatnefs  nearer  they  furvev. 
Graze  in  his  fhadow,  and  his  eye  obey. 
The  fens  and  marlhes  are  his  cool  retreat,  215 

His  noontide  fhelter  from  the  burning  heat ; 
Their  fedgy  bofoms  his  wide  couch  are  made. 
And  groves  of  willows  give  him  all  their  fliade. 

His  eye  drinks  Jordan  up,  when  fir'd  with  drought, 
Ke  trulls  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throat;  320 

Jn 
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In  lefTen'd  waves  it  creeps  along  the  plain : 
\  le  links  a  river,  and  he  thirlts  again. 

Go  to  the  Nile,  and,  from  its  fruitful  fide, 
Cz'l  forth  thy  line  into  the  fwelling  tide: 
Vv'ith  flcndcr  hair  Leviathan  command,  325 

And  i\rctch  his  vaftnefs  on  the  loaded  ftrand. 
Will  he  become  Thy  fcrvant  ?  Will  he  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tremble  at  Thy  frown  ? 
Or  with  his  fport  amufe  thy  leifure  day. 
And,  bound  in  filk,  with  thy  foft  maidens  play?     33a 

Shall  pompous  banquets  Iwell  with  fuch  a  prize  ? 
And  the  bowl  journey  round  his  ample  fize  ? 
Or  the  debating  merchants  ihare  the  prey. 
And  various  limbs  to  various  marts  convey  ? 
Through  his  firm  ikull  what  Heel  its  way  can  win  ?  335 
What  forceful  engine  can  fubdue  his  fkin  ? 
Fly  far,  and  live;  tempt  not  his  matchlefs  might: 
The  braveft  (lirink  to  cowards  in  his  fight; 
The  rafheft  dare  not  roufe  him  up:  Who  then 
Shall  turn  on  Me,  among  the  fons  of  men  t  340 

Am  I  a  debtor  ?  Hail  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifts  that  are  on  Me  conferr'd? 
My  lavifn  fruit  a  thoufand  valleys  fills. 
And  Mine  the  herds  that  graze  a  thoufand  hills: 
Earth,  fea,  and  air,  all  nature  is  my  own;  345 

And  liars  and  fun  are  dull  beneath  my  throne. 
And  dar'ft  Thou  with  the  World's  great  Father  vye. 
Thou,  who  doll  tremble  at  my  creature's  eye? 

At  full  my  large  Leviathan  fhall  rife, 
Boall  all  his  llrength,  and  fprcad  his  wondrous  fize.  350 

Who 
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Who,  great  in  arms,  e'er  ftripp'd  his  fhining  mall. 

Or  crovvn'd  his  triumph  with  a  iingle  fcale  r 

Whofe  heart  fallains  him  to  draw  near  ?   Behold, 

Deftrudion  yawns;  his  fpacious  jaws  unfold. 

And,  marfhal'd  round  the  wide  expanfe,  difclofe     355 

Teeth  ed^'d  with  death,  and  crowdins:  rows  on  rows: 

What  hideous  fangs  on  either  iide  arife  ! 

And  wnat  a  deep  abyfs  between  them  lies ! 

Mete  with  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plumbet  found. 

The  one  how  long,  the  other  how  profound.  36© 

His  bulk  is  charg'd  with  fuch  a  furious  foal. 

That  clouds  of  fmoke  from  his  fpread  noftrL's  roll. 

As  from  a  furnace;  and,  when  rous'd  his  ire. 

Fate  iffues  from  his  jaws  in  ftreams  of  fire. 

The  rage  of  tempefcs,  and  the  roar  of  feas,  36c 

Thy  terror,  this  thy  great  Superior  pleafe; 

Strength  on  his  ample  fhoulder  fits  in  itate; 

His  well-join'd  limbs  are  dreadfully  complete; 

His  flakes  of  folid  flefh  are  llow  to  part; 

As  fteel  his  nerves,  as  adamant  his  heart.  370 

When,  late  awak'd,  he  rears  liim  from  the  floods. 
And,  ftretching  forth  his  feature  to  the  clouds. 
Writhes  in  the  fun  aloft  his  fcaly  height. 
And  ftrikes  the  diftant  hills  with  tranfient  light. 
Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  terror  fpread,  375 

The  Mighty  fear,  nor  blufli  to  own  their  dread. 

Large  is  his  front;  and,  when  his  burnilh'd  eves 
Lift  their  broad  lids,  the  morning  feems  to  rife. 

In  vain  may  death  in  various  ihapes  invade. 
The  fwift-wing'd  arrow,  the  defcending  blade;      380 

His 
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His  naked  breaft  their  impotence  defies; 

The  dirt  rebounds,  the  brittle  fauchior.  flies. 

Shut  in  himfclf,  the  war  without  he  hears. 

Safe  in  the  tempefl  of  their  rattling  fpears; 

The  cumberM  llrand  their  wafted  vollies  ftrow;      3S5 

Hie  fport,  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 

His  paftimes  like  a  cauldron  boil  the  flood. 
And  blacken  ocean  with  the  rifing  n^ud; 
'J "he  billows  feel  him,  as  he  works  his  way; 
Ilk  hoary  footlleps  Ihine  along  the  Tea;  390 

1'he  foam  high-WTOught  with  wliite  divides  the  green, 
And  diftant  failors  point  where  death  has  been. 

His  like  earth  bears  not  on  her  fpacious  face; 
Alone  in  nature  ftands  his  dauntlefs  race, 
1  or  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renown'd,  3p- 

In  wrath  he  rolls  his  baleful  eye  around: 
Makes  every  fwoln,  difdainful  heart,  fubfide, 
And  holds  dominion  o*er  the  fons  of  pride. 

Then  the  Chaldaean  eas'd  his  labouring  breaft, 
Wi'Ji  full  conviction  of  his  crime  opprcil.  400 

*•  Thou  canft  accomplifh  All  things.  Lord  of  Might.: 
♦'  And  every  thought  k  naked  to  Thy  fight. 
"  But,  oh  !  Thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
*•  Beyond  the  deepeft;  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
"  Oft  have  1  heard  of  Thine  Almighty  Power;     405 
<*  But  never  faw  Thee  till  this  dreadful  hour. 
**  O'crwhelmM  with  (hame,  the  Lord  of  life  I  fee, 
**  Abhor  myfclf,  and  give  my  foul  to  Thee. 
**  Nor  (hall  my  weaknefs  tempt  Thine  anger  more: 
**  Man  is  not  made  to  quejiiony  but  adore.**  410 

NOTES 
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NOTES  ON  THE  PAPcAPHRASE. 

Book  of  Job. '\  It  is  difputed  amcngft  the  critics  who 
was  the  Author  of  the  Book  of  Job;  fome  give  it  to 
Mofes,  fome  to  others.  As  I  was  engaged  in  this 
little  performance,  fome  arguments  occurred  to  me 
which  favour  the  former  of  thofe  opinions;  and  be- 
caufe  I  do  not  find  them  mentioned  by  any  one  elfe,  I 
have  flung  them  into  the  following  notes,  where  little 
elfe  is  to  be  expedled. 

Ver.  I.]  The  Almighty's  fpeech,  chapter  xxxviii, 
&c.  which 'is  what  I  paraphrafe  in  tliis  little  work, 
is  by  much  the  finefl  part  of  the  nobleft  and  moH 
antient  Poem  in  the  world.  Billiop  Patrick  fays,  its 
grandeur  is  as  much  above  all  other  poetry,  as 
thunder  is  louder  than  a  whifper.  In  order  to  fet 
this  diftinguifhed  part  of  the  Poem  in  a  fuller  light, 
and  give  the  reader  a  clearer  conception  of  it,  I  have 
abridged  the  preceding  and  fubfequent  parts  of  the 
Poem,  and  joined  them  to  it;  fo  that  this  Piece  is  a 
fort  of  an  epitome  of  the  whole  Book  of  Job. 

I  ufe  the  word,  paraphrajsy  becaufe  I  want  another 
which  might  better  anfvver  to  the  uncommon  liberties 
I -.have  taken.  1  have  omitted,  added,  and  tranfpofed, 
T'he  mount  at  fi,  the  cornsty  the  fiirit  and  other  partSf 
are  entirely  added:  thofe  upon  the  peacock,  the  lto?i, 
&c.  are  much  enlarged;  and  I  have  thrown  the  whole 
into  a  method  more  fuitable  to  our  notions  of  regula- 
VcL.  LX.  CL  rhy. 
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rity.  The  judicious,  if  they  compare  this  Piece  witk 
the  original,  will,  I  flatter  myfclf,  fiud  the  reafons 
for  the  great  liberties  I  have  indulged  myfelf  in 
through  the  whole. 

Longinus  has  a  chapter  on  interrogations,  which 
fhews  that  they  contribute  much  to  the  iublime.  This 
fpeech  of  the  Almighty  is  made  up  of  them.  Inter- 
rogation fcems,  indeed,  the  proper  ft)'le  of  majefty 
inccnfed.  It  differs  from  other  manner  of  reproof, 
as  bidding  a  perfon  execute  himfelf,  does  from  a  com- 
mon excution;  for  he  that  afks  the  guilty  a  proper 
queflion,  makes  him,  in  efl'ed,  pafs  fentence  on 
himfelf. 

Ver.  41.]  The  Book  of  Job  is  well  known  to 
be  dramatic,  and,  like  the  Tragedies  of  old  Greece, 
is  fiction  built  on  truth.  Probably  this  moft  noble 
part  of  it,  the  Almighty  fpeaking  out  of  the  whirl- 
wind (fo  fuitable  to  the  after- pradlice  of  the  Greek 
Stage,  when  there  happened  "  dignus  vindice  nodus'*) 
is  fiditious;  but  is  a  fidion  more  agreeable  to  the 
time  in  which  Job  lived,  than  to  any  fmce.  Frequent 
before  the  Law  were  the  appearances  of  the  Almighty 
after  this  manner,  Exod.  c.  xix.  Ezek.  c.  i.  &c. 
Hence  is  he  faid  to  "  dwell  in  thick  darknefs :  and 
"  have  his  way  in  the  whirlwind.'* 

Ver.  69.]  There  is  a  very  great  air  in  all  that 
precedes,  but  this  is  fignally  fublime.  We  are  ftruck 
with  admiration  to  fee  the  vaft  and  ungovernable  ocean 
receiving  commands,  and  pundlually  obeying  them; 
to  find  it  like  a  managed  horfe,  raging,  tofling,  and 

foaming. 
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foaming,  but  by  the  rule  and  direfllon  of  its  mafter. 
This  pafTage  yields  in  fublimity  to  that  of  "  Let  there 
"  be  light,"  &c.  fo  much  only,  as  the  abfolute  go- 
vernment of  nature  yields  to  the  creation  of  it. 

The  like  fpirit  in  thefe  two  pafTages  is  no  bad  con- 
current argument,  that  Mofes  is  author  of  the  Book 
of  Job. 

Ver.  191.]  Another  argument  that  Mofes  was 
the  author  is,  that  moft  of  the  creatures  here  are 
Egyptian.  The  reafon  given  why  the  raven  is  par- 
ticularly mentioned  as  an  objedl  of  the  care  of 
providence,  is,  becaufe  by  her  clamorous  and  impor- 
'tunate  voice,  Ihe  particularly  feems  always  calling 
upon  it;  thence  y.sota-ac},  a  ;:5p|,  -/Elian.  1.  ii.  c.  48.  is 
"  to  afk  earneftly,'*  And  iince  there  were  ravens  on 
the  bank  of  the  Nile  more  clamorous  than  the  rell  of 
that  fpecies,  thofe  probably  are  meant  in  that  place, 

Ver.  195.]  There  are  many  inilances  of  this  bird's 
llupidity:  let  two  fuffice.  F/rJl,  it  covers  its  head 
in  the  reeds,  and  thinks  itfelf  all  out  of  fight; 

"  Stat  lumine  claufo 
"  Ridendum  revoluta  caput,  crsditque  latere 
"  Quae  non  ipfa  videt."  Claud. 

Secondly y  They  that  go  in  purfuit  cf  them,  draw  the 
jQcin  of  an  Oftrich's  neck  on  one  hand,  which  proves 
a  fufficient  lure  to  take  them  with  the  other. 

They  have  fo  little  brain,  that  Heliogabulus  had  fix 
hundred  heads  for  his  fupper. 

Here  we  may  obferve,  that  our  judicious  as  well  as 
fublime  author  jufl  touches  the  great  points  of  diilinc- 

0^2  tioa 
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tion  in  each  creature,  and  then  haftcns  to  another.  A 
defcription  is  cxad  when  you  cannot  addy  but  what  is 
common  to  another  thing;  nor  <u:ithdraiv,  but  Some- 
thing peculiarly  belonging  to  the  thing  defcribcd.  .4. 
UkeucJ's  is  loft  in  too  much  dcfcriptionj  as  a  meaning  of- 
ten in  too  much  iiliillration. 

Ver.     205.]      Here     is    marked    another    peculiar 
quality  of  this  creature,  which  neither   fties  nor  runs 
diredly,  bu«t  has   a  motion  compofed  of  both,    and 
ufing  its  wings  as  fails,  makes  great  fpeed. 
"  Vafta  velut  Libyx  venantam  vocibus  ales 
"  Cum  prcmitur,  calidas  curfu  tranfmittit  arenas, 
"  Inquc  modum  vcli  finuatis  flamine  pennis 
««   Pulverulenta  volat.'*  Claud,  in  Eutr^ 

Ver.  2c6.]  Xenophon  fays,  Cyrus,  had  horfes 
that  could  overtake  the  goat  and  the  wild  afs;  but 
Rone  that  could  reach  this  creature.  A  thoufand 
coklen  ducats,  or  a  hundred  camels,  was  the  Hated 
price  of  a  horfe  that  could  equal  their  fpeed. 

Ver.  '2J^']-\  Though  this  bird  is  but  juft:  men- 
tioned in  my  author,  1  could  not  forbear  going  a  little 
further^  and  /preading  thofe  beaulifol  plumes  (which 
are  there  (liut  up)  in  half  a  dozen  lines.  I'he  circum- 
ftance  I  have  marked  of  his  opening  his  plumes  to  the 
fun  is  true:  "  Expandit  colores  advcrfo  maxime  fole, 
*'  quia  fic  fulgentius  radiant."  Plin.  1.  x.  c.  20. 

Ver.  219.]  Thuanus  (de  Re  Accip.)  mentions 
a  hawk  that  flew  from  Paris  to  London  in  a  night. 

And  the  Egyptians,  in  regard  to  its  fwiftncfs,  m-ade 
it  their  fymbol  for  the  wind  j  for  which  reafon  we  may 

fuppofe 
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fuppofe  the  hawk,  as  well  as  the  crow  aboi'ementioned, 
to  have  been  a  bird  of  note  in  Egypt. 

Ver.  227.]  The  eagle  is  faid  to  be  of  fo  acute 
a  fight,  that,  when  Ihe  is  fo  high  in  air  that  man  cannot 
fee  her,  llie  can  difcern  the  fmalleft  fiih  under  water.- 
My  author  accurately  underftood  the  nature  of  the  crea- 
tures he  defcribes,  and  feems  to  have  been  a  Naturaliil 
as  well  as  a  Poet,  which  the  next  note  will  confirm. 

Ver.  231.]  The  meaning  of  this  qaellion  is.  Knowefl 
thou  the  time  and  circumjiances  of  their  bringing  forth  / 
For  to  know  the  time  only  was  eafy,  and  had  nothing^ 
extraordinary  in  it;  but  the  circumftances  had  fomething 
peculiarly  expreflive  of  God ^s  Providence,  which  makes 
thequertion  proper  in  this  place.  Pliny  obferves,  that  the 
hind  with  young  is  by  inftindl  direded  to  a  certain  herb 
called  Sefelis,  which  facilitates  the  birth.  Thunder  alfo 
(which  looks  like  the  more  immediate  hand  of  Provi- 
dence) has  the  fame  efFed.  Pf.  xxix.  In  fo  early  an 
age  to  obferve  thefe  things,  may  ftyle  our  author  a  Na- 
turaliil. 

Ver.  259.]  The  defcription  of  the  horfe  ia  the  moil 
celebrated  of  any  in  the  poem.  There  is  an  excellent 
critique  on  it  m.  the  Guardian.  1  fhall  therefore  only 
obferve  that  in  this  defcription,  as  in  other  parts  o£ 
this  fpeech,  our  vulgar  tranjlation  has  much  more 
fpirit  than  the  Septuagint;  it  always  takes  the  ori- 
ginal in  the  moft  poetic  and  exalted  fenfe,  fo  that 
moll  commentators,  even  on  the  Hebrew  itfelf,  fall, 
beneath  it. 

CL3.  ^'^^^ 
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Ver.  289.]  Purfuing  their  prey  by  night  is 
true  of  moll  wild  beafts,  particularly  the  lion, 
Pf.  cvi.  20.  The  Arabians  have  one  among  their  500 
names  for  the  lion,  which  figniEes  **  the  hunter  by 
**  moonOiine.** 

Vcr.    522.]    **  Cepheii   glacialc   caput  quo  fuetos 
"  anhelam 
"  Ferre  fitim  Python,  amncmque  avertere  ponto.'* 

Stat.  Theb.  v.  349. 
•*  Qui  fpiris  tegeret  montes,  hauriret  hiatu 
"  Flumina,  &c."  Claud.  Pref.  in  Ruf. 

Let  not  then  this  hyperbole  feem  too  much  for  an 
caftern  poet,  though  fome  commentators  of  name  ftrain 
hard  in  this  place  for  a  new  conftru(ruon,  through  fear 
of  it. 

Ver.  323.]  The  taking  of  the  crocodile  is  moft 
difficult.  Diodorus  fays,  they  are  not  to  be  taken  but 
by  iron  nets.  When  Auguftus  conquered  Egypt,  he 
ftruck  a  medal,  the  imprefs  of  which  was  a  crocodile 
chained  to  a  palm-tree,  with  this  infcription,  "  Nemo 
**  antea  religavit." 

Ver.  339-]  This  alludes  to  a  cuftom  of  this 
creature,  which  is,  when  fated  with  fiih,  to  come 
adiore  and  fleep  among  the  reeds. 

Ver.  3  53-]  The  crocodile's  mouth  is  exceedingly 
wide.  When  he  gapes,  fays  Pliny,  '*  fit  totum  os." 
Martial  fays  to  his  old  woman, 

**  Cum  comparata  riclibus  tuis  ora 

"  Niliacus  habet  crocodilus  angufta;** 
fo  that  the  exprellion  here  is  barely  juft. 

Vcr. 
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Ver.  364.]  This  too  is  nearer  truth  than  at 
firft  view  may  be  imagined.  The  crocodile,  fay  the 
naturalifts,  lying  long  under  water,  and  being  there 
forced  to  hold  its  breath,  when  it  emerges,  the  breath 
Jong  reprefl  is  hot,  and  burft:  out  fo  violently,  that  it 
refembles  fire  and  fmoke.  The  horfe  fupprefTes  not 
his  breath  by  any  means  fo  long,  neither  is  he  fo  fierce 
and  animated;  yet  the  mofl  correfc  of  poets  venture 
to  ufe  the  fame  metaphor  concerning  him ; 

*'  Colleclumque  premens  volvit  fub  naribus  ignem*." 
By  this  and  the  foregoing  note  I  would  caution  againil 
a  fali'e  opinion  of  the  eailern  boldnefs,  from  paffages 
in  them  ill  underftood. 

Ver.  377']  "  His  eyes  are  like  the  eye-lids 
"  of  the  morning."  I  think  this  gives  us  as  great  an 
image  of  the  thing  it  would  exprefs,  as  can  enter  the 
thought  of  man.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the 
Egyptians  ftole  their  hieroglyphic  for  the  morning, 
which  is  the  crocodile's  eye,  from  this  pafTage,  though  . 
no  commentator,  I  have  feen,  mentions  it.  Jt  is  eafy 
to  conceive  how  the  Egyptians  fhould  be  both  readers 
and  admirers  of  the  writings  of  Mofes,  whom  I  fup- 
pofe  the  author  of  this  poerh. 

I  have  obferved  already  that  three  or  four  of  the 
creatures  here  defcribed  are  Egyptian;  the  two  laft  are 
notorioufly  fo,  they  are  the  rivcr-horfe  and  the  croco- 
dile, thofe  celebrated  inhabitants  of  the  Nile;  and  on 
thefe  two  it  is  that  our  author  chiefly  dwells.  It  would 
have  been  expected  from  an  author  more  remote  from 
that  river  than  Mofes,  in  a  catalogue  of  creatures  pro- 

0^4  duccd 
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ductd  to  magnify  their  Creator,  to  have  dwelt  on  the 
two  largefl  works  of  his  hand,  viz.  the  elephant  anc 
the  whale.  This  is  fo  natural  an  expedation,  that 
feme  commentators  have  rendered  Behemoth  and  Le- 
viatlian,  the  elephant  and  whale,  though  the  defcrip- 
tions  in  our  author  will  not  admit  of  it :  but  Mofcs 
being,  as  we  may  well  fuppofe,  under  an  immediate 
ti:rror  of  the  hippopotamus  and  crocodile,  from  their 
daily  miicliicfs  and  ravages  around  him  j  it  is  very  ac- 
coimtable  why  he  ihould  permit  them  to  take  placc 


ON  DR.  YOUNG'S  TRANSLATION 

OF     PART     OF     JOB. 

BY    DR.    COBDEN. 

nn  H  £  Poem,,  which,  originally  great, 
'*•     Had  long  fuJtain'd  poor  Job's  unhappy  fate,, 
fallen  from  its  grandeur,  clad  in  mean  array. 
And  in  the  dull  of  profe  inglorious  lay; 
Like  him  now  (hines,  with  former  greatncfs  bJeft, 
And  in.  its  native  majcily  confefs'd. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


On  MICHAEL  ANGELO's  famous  Piece  of 
the  Crucifixion  i 

Who  is  faid  tb  have  flabbed  a  Perfon  that  he  might 
draw  it  more  naturally*. 

"TTf/HrLST  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvas  dies, 
Gcabb'd  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies : 
The  daring  Artift,  cruelly  ferene. 
Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  diftorted  mien  ; 
He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and,  deaf  to  cries,. 
Examines  every  fpirit  as  it  fiies : 
He  ftudics  torment,  dives  in  mortal  woe. 
To  rouze  up  every  pang  repeats  his  blow  ;■ 
Each  rifing  agony,  each  dreadful  grace. 
Yet  v/arm'tranfplanting  t6  his  Saviour's  face. 
Oh  glorious  theft  1  oh  nobly  wicked  draught ! 
With  its  full  charge  cf  death  each  feature  fraught . 
Such  wondrous  force  the  magic  colours  boall. 
From  his  own  fkill  he  ftarts  in  horror  loft. 

•  Though  the  report  was  propagated  without  the  Icafl 
truth,  it  may  be  fufficicnt  ground  to  jullify  a  poetical  fancy'e 
enlarging  on  it. 

To 
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TO   MR.    ADDISON, 

O    N 

THE    TRAGEDY    OF    CATO- 

"XT  THAT  do  we  fee!  15  Cato  then  become 

A  greater  name  in  Britain  tiian  in  Rome  ? 
Does  mankind  now  admire  his  virtues  more. 
Though  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil^  wrote  before  ? 
How  will  poflerity  this  truth  explain  ? 
"  Cato  begins  to  live  in  Anna's  reign." 
The  world's  great  chiefs,  in  council  or  in  arras. 
Rife  in  your  lines  with  more  exalted  charms  ; 
lUuflrious  deeds  in  diftant  nations  wrought. 
And  virtues  by  departed  heroes  taught, 
Raife  in  your  foul  a  pure  immortal  flame. 
Adorn  your  life,  and  confecnate  your  fame  ; 
To  your  renown  all  ages  you  fubdne, 
And  Caefar  fought,  and  Cato  bled  for  you. 

All  Soul's  Coll.  Oion. 


HISTO^ 
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HISTORICAL    EPILOGUE 
TO     THE     BROTHERS. 

A       TRAGEDY. 

A  N  Epilogue,  through  cuftom^  is  your  right, 
"^^    But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  VsSS.  this  night: 
To-night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies. 
Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  fcene  denies. 
In  hiftory's  authentic  record  read 
What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius'  fhade ; 
Vengeance  fo  great,  that  when  his  tale  is  told. 
With  pity  fome  ev'n  Perfeus  may  behold. 

Perfeus  furviv'd,  indeed,  and  fill'd  the  throne. 
But  ceafelefs  cares  in  conqueft  made  him  groan  : 
Nor  reign'd  he  long  ;  from  Rome  fnift  thunder  flew,. 
And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw  : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  led, . 
For  this  night's  deed  his  perjur'd  bofom  bled  : 
His  brother's  ghoft  each  moment  made  him  ftart. 
And  all  his  father's  anguifh  rent  his  heart. 

When,  rob'd  in  black,  his  children  round  him  hung^-, 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  wrung  ; 
The  younger  fmil'd,  unconfcious  of  their  woe  ; 
At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome  !  began  to  flow ; 
So  fad  the  fcene  !  What  then  mull  Perfeus  feel. 
To  fee  Jove's  race  attend  the  vi^r's  wheel ; 
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To  fee  the  flaves  of  his  worft  foes  increafe. 
From  fuch  a  fourcc ! — An  emperor's  embrace  ! 
He  ficken'd  foon  to  death ;  and,  what  is  worfc. 
He  weir<jV/^ri/*</,  andyV//,  the  coward's  curie; 
Unpity'd,  fcorn'd,  infulted  his  laft  hour. 
Far,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  vaiTal's  power  : 
His  pale  cheek  relied  on  his  ftiameful  chain, 
No  friend  to  mourn,  no  flatterer  to  feign  ; 
No  fuit  retards,  no  comfort  fooths  his  doom. 
And  noc  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 
Nor  ends  it  thus — dire  vengeance  to  complete. 
His  ancient  empire  falling  (hares  his  fate  : 
His  throne  forgot!  his  weeping  cowntry  chain\^  ' 
And  nations  aflc — where  Alexander  reign'd. 
As  public  woes  a  prince's  crime  purfue. 
So  public  bleffings  are  his  virtue's  due. 
Shout,  Britons,  (hout — aufpicious  fortune  blefs ' 
And  cry.  Long  live — Our  title  to/ucce/i  ! 


EPITAPH. 
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EPITAPH 

«ON   LORD   AUBREY   BEAUCLERK% 

IN   WESTMINSTER. ABBEY,    1740. 

'X^T'HILST  Britain  boalls  her  empire  o'er  .the  deep. 

This  marble  ihall  compel  the  brave  to  weep  : 
As  men,  as  Britons,  and  as  foldiers,  mourn  ; 
"'TIS  dauntlefs,  loyal,  virtuous  Beauclerk's  urn. 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  his  foul  was  great. 
And  ripe  his  worth,  though  immature  his  fate  ; 
Each  tender  grace  that  joy  and  love  infpires. 
Living,  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fires  : 
Dying.,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar^ 
And  Spain  Hill  felt  him,  when  he  bxeath'd  no  more. 

*  Lord  Anhrey  Beauclerk  was  the  eighth  Ton  of  the  Duke 
of  St.  Alban's,  who  was  one  of  the  fons  of  King  Charles  the 
Second.  He  was  born  in  the  year  1711 ;  and,  being  regu- 
larly bred  to  the  fea  fervice,  in  1731  he  was  appointed  to 
the  command  of  his  majefty's  fhlp  the  Ludlow  CaRie  ;  and 
he  commanded  the  Prince  Frederick  at  the  attack  of  the 
harbour  of  Carthagena,  March  24,  1741.  This  young 
nobleman  was  one  of  the  mod  promifmg  Commanders  in  the 
king's  fervice.  When  on  the  dcfperate  attack  of  the  caflie 
of  Bocca  Chica,  at  the  entrance  of  the  fald  harbour,  he  loft 
his  life,  both  his  legs  being  firft  (hot  off.  The  profe  part 
of  the  Infcrlption  on  his  Monument,  was  the  produ^lion  of 
Mrs.  Mary  Jones  of  Oxford  ;  who  alfo  wrote  a  Poem  on 
his  death,  printed  in  her  Mifcellanics,  8vo.  175^.   R. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 
AT  WELWYN,    HE  RTF  O  RD  S  HIRX. 

IF  fond  of  what  Is  rare,  attend  ! 
Here  lies  an  horefi  man. 

Of  perfed  piety. 

Of  lamblike  patience. 

My  friend,  James  Barker ; 

To  whom  I  pay  this  mean  memorial. 

For  what  deferves  the  greatcft. 

An  example 

Whicji  flione  through  all  the  clouds  of  fortune, 

Induftrious  in  low  eftate. 

The  IcfTon  and  reproach  of  thofe  above  him. 

To  lay  this  little  flone 

Is  my  ambition  ; 

While  others  rear 

The  polifli'd  marbles  of  the  great ! 

Vain  pomp ! 
A  turf  o'er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

E.  Y.  1749. 


A  LET- 
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A    LETTEPv    TO    MR.    T  I  C  K  E  L  L. 

OCCASIONED 

BY  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON. 
JOSEPH  ADDISON,  Esq^  1719. 

**  —  Tu  nunc  erls  alter  ab  illo/'  V  i  r  g. 

/^  Long  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  confined, 

^^^   In  focial  arts  and  facred  friendship  join'd  ; 

Fair  Ifis'  forrow,  and  fair  Ifis'  boafl:, 

Lofl  from  her  fide,  but  fortunately  loft; 

Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion  !   bring,  .  -r 

And  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  fmg : 

A  darling  theme  !   once  powerful  to  infpire. 

And  now  to  melt,  the  Mufes'  mournful  choir : 

Now,  and  now  firlt,  we  freely  dare  commend 

His  modeft  worth,  nor  fhall  our  praife  offend.  10 

Early  he  bloom 'd  amid  the  learned  train. 
And  ravifh'd  Ifis  liften'd  to  his  ftrain. 
See,  fee,  ihe  cry'd,  old  Maro's  Mufe  appears, 
Wak'd  from  her  flumber  of  two  thoufand  years  : 
Her  finilliM  charms  to  Addifon  Ihe  brings,  15 

Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  fings. 
All  read  tranfported  his  pure  claflic  page  ; 
Read,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age. 

The 
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The  State,  when  now  his  rifing  fame  was  known* 
Th'  unrival'd  genius  challeng'd  for  her  own,  29 

Nor  would  that  one,  for  fcenes  of  adion  ilrong. 
Should  let  a  life  evaporate  in  fong. 
A?  health  and  Ibength  the  brightcft  charms  difpenfe. 
Wit  is  the  bloffom  of  the  foundcft  fenfe  : 
Yet  few,  how  few,  with  lofty  thoughts  infpirM,'        25 
With  quicknefs  pointed,  and  with  rapture  firM, 
In  confcious  pride  their  own  importance  find. 
Blind  to  themfclves,  as  the  hard  world  is  blind ! 
Wit  they  efteem  a  gay  but  worthJefs  power. 
The  flight  amufement  of  a  Icifure  hour  j  30 

Unmindful  that,  conccal'd  from  vulgar  eyes, 
MajejUc  Wifdom  wears  the  bright  difguife. 

Poor  Dido  fondled  thus,  with  idle  joy. 
Dread  Cupid,  lurking  in  the  Trojan  boy; 
Lightly  f^ie  toy'd  and  trifled  with  his  charms,  35 

And  knew  not  that  a  god  was  in  her  arms. 

Who  grcateft  excellence  of  thought  could  boait. 
In  adion,  too,  have  been  di fling uifhi'd  moll : 
♦  This  Sommers  knew,  and  Addifon  fent  forth 
From  the  malignant  regions  of  the  North,  40 

To  be  matur'd  in  more  indulgent  fkies. 
Where  all  the  vigour  of  the  foul  can  rife; 
Through  warmer  veins  where  fprightlier  fpirits  run. 
And  fenfe  enliven 'd  fparkles  in  the  fun. 

•   Lord  Sommers  procured  a  pcnfion  for  Mr.  Addlforv, 
"Wlilch  enabled  him  to  profccute  his  Travels.    R. 

With 
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With  fecret  pain  the  prudent  patriot  gave,  45 

The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  rolling  wave. 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  ftars  refign'd. 
And  plac*d  a  confidence  in  fea  and  wind. 

Aulbnia  foon  received  her  wondering  guell. 
And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  confefs'd,  53 

To  fee  her  fervours  rival'd  by  the  pole. 
Her  luftre  beaming  from  a  northern  foul : 
In  like  furprize  was  her  ^neas  loft. 
To  find  his  pidure  grace  a  foreign  coaft. 

.Now  the  wide  field  of  Euiope  he  furveys,   -  55 

Compares  her  kings,  her  thrones  and  empires  welgns. 
In  ripen'd  judgment  and  confummate  thought ; 
Great  work  !  by  Naflau's  favour  cheaply  bought. 

He  now  returns  to  Britain  a  fupport. 
Wife  in  her  fenate,  graceful  in  her  court ;  60 

And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit. 
The  fource  of  learning,  and  the  foul  of  wit. 
O  Warwick !  (whom  the  Mufe  is  fond  to  name. 
And  kindles,  confcious  of  her  future  theme) 
O  Warwick!  by  divine  contagion  bright  !  6^ 

How  early  didft  thou  catch  his  radiant  light ! 
By  him  infpir'd,  how  Hiine  before  thy  time. 
And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime ! 

On  feme  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  born, 
A  rofe-bud  opens  to  a  fummer's  morn,  yo 

Full-blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  difplays. 
And  {hews  th'  abundance  of  her  purple  rays. 

Wit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree  ; 
We  now,  furpriz'd,  her  fruitful  branches  fee  i 

Vol,  LX.  R  Or. 
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Or,  orange -like,  till  his  aufpicious  time  75 

Jt  grew  indeed,  but  fhiver'd  in  our  clime  : 

He  firft  the  plant  to  richer  gardens  led. 

And  fix'd,  indulgent,  in  a  warmer  bed  : 

The  nation,  pleasM,  enjoys  the  rich  produce, 

And  gathers  from  her  ornament  her  ufe.  80 

When  loofe  from  public  cares  the  grove  he  fought. 
And  fiU'd  the  leifure  interval  with  thought. 
The  various  labours  of  his  eafy  page, 
A  chance  amufcment,  polifh'd  half  an  age. 
Beyond  this  truth  old  Bards  could  fcarce  invent,        85 
\S'ho  durll  to  frame  a  world  by  accident. 

What  he  has  fung,  how  early,  and  how  well, 
The  Thames  Ihall  boall,  and  Roman  Tiber  tell. 
A  glory  more  fublime  remains  in  llcre. 
Since  fuch  his  talents,  that  he  fung  no  more.  90 

No  fuller  proof  of  power  th*  Almighty  gave. 
Making  the  fea,  than  curbing  her  proud  wave. 

Nought  can  the  genius  of  his  works  tranfcend. 
But  their  fair  purpofe  and  important  end  ; 
To  rouze  the  war  for  injur'd  Europe's  laws,  95 

To  fleel  the  patriot  in  great  Brunfwick's  caufe  ; 
With  virtue's  charms  to  kindle  facrcd  love. 
Or  paint  th*  eternal  bowers  of  blifs  above. 
Where  hadll  thou  room,  great  Author !  where  to  roll 
The  mighty  theme  of  an  immortal  foul  ?  100 

Through    paths    unknown,    unbeaten,    whence    were 

brought 
Thy  proofi  i'o  ftrong  for  immaterial  thought  ? 

One 
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One  let  me  join,  all  other  may  excel, 

**  How  could  a  mortal  effence  think  fo  well  ?" 

But  why  fo  large  in  the  Great  Writer's  praife?  105 
More  lofty  fubjeds  fhould  my  numbers  raiie  ; 
In  him  (illullrious  rivalry  !)  contend 
The  rtatefman,  patriot,  chriilian,  and  th:  friend4 
His  glory  fuch,  it  borders  on  difgrace 
To  fay  he  fung  the  befl  of  human  race.  1 10 

In  joy  once  join'd,  in  forrow  now  for  years. 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 
Tickell !  accept  this  verfe,  thy  mournful  due  ; 
Thou  farther  fhalt  the  facred  theme  purfue; 
And,  as  thy  ilrain  defcribes  the  matchlefs  man,      115 
Thy  life  Ihall  fecond  what  thy  Mufe  began. 
Though  fweet  the  numbers,  though  a  fire  divine 
Dart  through  the  whole,  and  burn  in  every  line. 
Who  llrives  not  for  that  excellence  he  draws. 
Is  llain'd  by  fame,  and  fuffers  from  applaufe,  120 

But  hafte  to  thy  illuftrious  ta/k  ;  prepare 
The  noble  work  well  trulled  to  thy  care, 
*  The  gift  bequeath'd  by  Addifon's  command. 
To  Craggs  made  facred  by  his  dying  hand. 
CoUcft  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays,  125 

The  fcatter'd  light  in  one  united  blaze  ; 
Then  bear  to  him  Co  true,  fo  truly  lov'd. 
In  life  diftlnguifh'd,  and  in  death  appro v'd, 
Th'  immortal  legacy.     He  hangs  a-while 
In  generous  anguifh  o'er  the  glorious  pUe  ;  130 

With  anxious  pleafure  the  known  page  reviews. 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews. 

*  The  publication  of  his  Works. 

R  2  What 
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What  though  thy  tears,  pour'd  o*er  thy  godlike  friend. 

Thy  other  cares  for  Britain's  weal  fufpend  ? 

Think  not,  O  Patriot!   while  thy  eyes  o'crflow,      135 

Thofe  cares  fufpcnded  for  a  private  woe  ; 

Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  fhown  ; 

He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addifon. 
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REFLECTIONS  ON  THE  PUBLIC  SITUATION 
OF  THE  KINGDOM. 

INSCRIBED    TO 

THE    DUKE    OF    NEWCASTLE. 

T  T  O  L  L  E  S  !  immortal  In  fax  more  than  fame  ! 

Be  thou  illuibdous  in  far  more  than  power. 
Great  things  are  fmall  when  greater  rile  to  view. 
Though-  fb.tionM  high,  and  prefs'd  with  public  cares, 
Difdain  not  to  perufe  my  ferious  long,  r 

Which  peradventure  may  pulh  by  the  world  : 
Of  a  few  moments  rcb  Britannia's  weal. 
And  leave  Europa's  couiifels  lefs  mature ! 
For  thou  art  noble,  and  the  tlieme  is  great. 

Nor  Ihall  or  Europe  or  Britannia  blame  lb 

Thine  ablent  ear,-  but  gain  by  the  delay. 
Long  vers'd  in  fenates  and  in  cabinets. 
States'  intricate  demands  and  high  debates! 
As  tliou  of  ufe  to  thofe,  fo  this  to  thee  ; 
And  in  a  point  that  empire  fer  outweighs,  ir 

That  far  outweighs  all  Europe's  Annes  in  oac 
Let  greatnefs  prove  its  title  to  be  great. 
'Tis  power's  fupreme  prerogadve  to  ibunp 
On  others'  miixis  an  image  of  its  own. 
Bend  the  ilrang  influence  of  high  place,  to  llem        za 
The  ftream  that  fweeps  away  the  country 's  weal ; 
The  St}'gian  ftream,  the  torrent  of  our  guilt. 

R  4  Far 
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Far  as  thou  may'ft  give  life  to  virtue's  caufe  ; 

Let  not  the  ties  of  perfwial  regard 

Betray  the  nation's  truft  to  feeble  hands  :  25- 

Let  not  fomented  flames  of  private  pique 

Prey  on  the  vitals  of  the  public  good  : 

I^et  not  our  flreets  with  blafphemies  refound, 

Nor  levvdnefs  whifper  where  the  laws  can  reach: 

Let  not  bell  laws,  the  wifdom  of  our  fires,  30 

Turn  fatires  on  their  funk  degenerate  fons. 

The  baftards  of  their  blood  1  and  fcrve  no  point 

But,  with  more  emphafis  to  call  them  fools ; 

Let  not  our  rank  enormities  unhinge 

Britannia's  welfare  from  divine  fupport.  35 

Such  deeds  the  miniiler,  the  prince,  adorn  ; 

No  power  is  (hown  but  in  fucli  deeds  as  thefe  : 

All,  all  is  impotence  but  acling  right ; 

And  where*s  the  Ilatefman  but  would  fliew  his  power  ? 

To  prince  and  people  thou,  of  equal  zeal  !  4« 

Be  it  henceforward  but  thy  fccond  care 

To  grace  thy  country,  and  fupport  the  throne  ; 

Though  this  fupportcd,  that  adorn'd  fo  well, 

A  throne  fuperior  our  firft  homage  claims ; 

To  Csfej-'s  Cxfar  our  firft  tribute  due :  45; 

A  tribute  which,  unpaid,  makes  fpecious  wrong 

And  fplendid  facrlkge  of  all  befidc  : 

llluitrious  followers  ;  we  mull  firll  be  jaft  ; 

And  what  fo  jull  as  awe  for  the  Supreme  ? 

Lefs  fear  we  rugged  rulnans  of  the  north,  50 

Than  Virtue's  well-clad  rebels  nearer  home  ; 

Lefs  Loyola'i  difguis'd,  all-aping  fons. 

Than 
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Than  traitors  lurking  in  our  appetites ; . 

Lefs  all  the  legions  Seine  and  Tagus  fend. 

Than  unrein'd  palTions  rulhing  on  our  peace  :  r  r 

Yon'  favage  mountaineers  are  tame  to  thefe. 

Againfi;  thofe  rioters  fend  forth  the  laws. 

And  break  to  reafon's  yoke  their  wild  careers.  • 

Prudence  for  all  things  points  the  proper  hour. 
Though  fome  feem  more  importunate  and  great.      60 
Though  Britain's  generous  views  and  intereils  fpread 
Beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  her  lliores. 
And  -their  grand  entries  make  on  diftant  lands ; 
Though  Britain's  genius  the  wide  wave  beilrides. 
And,  like  a  vaft  Coloflus,  towering  Hands  65 

With  one  foot  planted  on  the  continent; 
Yet  be  not  wholly  wrapp'd  in  public  cares. 
Though  fuch  high  cares  fhouhi  call  as  call'd  of  late  i 
The  caufe  of  kings  and  emperors  adjourn. 
And  Europe's  little  balance  drop  a  while;  jq 

For  greater  drop  it :  ponder  and  adjull 
The  rival  intereds  and  contending  claims 
Of  life  and  death,  of  now  and  of  for-ever; 
Sublimell  theme  ;  and  needful  as  fublime. 
Thus  great  Eli?ja's  oracles  renown'd,  »r^ 

Thus  Walfmgham  and  Raleigh  (Britain's  boafts  !), 
Thus  every  flatefman  thought  that  ever — i/yi/. 
There's  infpiration  in  a  fable  hour. 
And  death's  approach  makes  politicians  wife. 

When,  thanderllruck,  that  eagle  Wolfey  fell ;       80 
When  royal  favour,  as  an  ebbing  fea. 
Like  a  leviathan,  his  grandeur  left. 

His 
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His  gapping  grandeur !  naked  on  the  flrand. 

Naked  of  human,  doubtful  of  divine, 

Affi (lance  ;  no  more  wallowing  in  his  wealth,  8^. 

Spouting  proud  foams  of  infolence  no  more. 

On  what,  then,  fmote  his  heart,  uncardinaPd, 

And  funk  beneath  the  level  of  a  man  ? 

On  the  grand  article,  the  fum  of  things  ! 

The  point  of  the  firft  magnitude!  that  point  90 

Tubes  mounted  in  a  court,  but  rarely  reach  ; 

Some  painted  cloud  ftiU  intercepts  their  fight. 

Firft  right  to  judge  ;  then  chufe  ;  then  perfevere, 

Stedfaft,  as  if  a  crown  or  millrefs  call'd.— 

Thcfe,  thcfc  are  politicks  will  ftand  the  tell,  95 

When  finer  politics  their  mailers  lling. 

And  ilatefmen  fain  would  Ihrink  to  common  men. 

Thefe,  ihefe  are  politics  will  anfwer  now, 

(When  common  men  would  fain  to  Ilatefmen  fwell) 

Beyond  a  Machiavel's  or  Tencin's  fcheme.  100 

All  fafety  rclls  on  honell  counfels :  thefe 

Immortalize  the  ftatcfman,  blefs  the  Hate, 

Make  the  prince  triumph,  and  the  people  fmile  ; 

In  peace  rever'd,  or  terrible  in  arms, 

Clofe -leagued  with  an  invincible  ally,  I05 

Which  honeft  counfcls  never  fail  to  fix 

In  favour  of  an  unabandon'd  land  ; 

A  land — that  ftarts  at  fuch  a  land  as  this, 

A  parliament,  fo  principled,  will  fmk 

All  ancient  fchools  of  empire  in  difgrace,  119 

And  Britain's  glory,  rifing  from  the  dead. 

Will  fill  the  world,  loud  fame's  fuperior  fong. 

Britain! 
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Erltain  ! — that  word  pronounc'd  is  an  alarm  ; 
It  warms  the  blood,  though  frozen  in  our  veins ; 
Awakes  the  foul,  and  fends  her  to  the  field,  115 

Enamour'd  of  the  glorious  face  of  death. 
Britain  ! — there's  noble  magic  in  the  found. 
O  what  illuftrious  imag-es  arife  1 
Embattled,  round  me,  blaze  the  pomps  of  war  I 
iBy  fea,  by  land,  at  home,  in  foreign  climes,  1 20 

What  full-blown  laurels  on  our  fathers'  brows ! 
Ye  radiant  trophies !   and  imperial  fpoils ! 
Ye  fcenes ! — aftonifhing  to  modern  frght! 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  enjoy  you  in  a  dream. 
Why  var.ith?   Stay,  ye  godlike  ft  rangers !   flay.      12^. 
Strangers  ! — I  wrong  my  countrymen:  they  wake  ; 
High  beats  the  pulfe :  the  noble  pulfe  of  war 
Beats  to  that  ancient  mcafure,  that  grand  march 
Which  then  pre\'aird,  when  Britain  higheft  foar'd. 
And  every  battle  paid  for  heroes  {lain.  130 

No  more  our  great  fore-fathers  ftain  our  cheeks 
With  blufhes ;  their  renown  our  fhame  no  more. 
In  military  garb,  and  fudden  arms. 
Up  ftarts  Old  Britain ;  crofiers  are  laid  by ; 
Trade  wields  the  fword,  and  agriculture  leaves       13? 
Her  half-turn'd  farrow  :  otlier  harvefts  fire 
A  nobler  avarice,  avarice  of  reno\<.m  ! 
And  laurels  are  the  growth  of  every  field. 
In  diftant  courts  is  our  commotion  felt ; 
And  lefs  like  gods  fit  monarchs  on  their  thrones^    1^0 
What  arm  can  want  or  finews  or  fuccefs, 

WTiich,  lifted  from  an  honelt  heart,  dcfcends. 

With 
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With  all  the  weight  of  Britiih  wrath,  to  cleave 

The  papal  mitre,  or  the  Gallic  chain. 

At  every  ilroke,  and  favc  a  finldng  land  ?  i^j 

Or  death  or  viclory  mull  be  refolv'd ; 
To  dream  of  mercy,  O  how  tame  !   how  mad  ! 
Where,  o'er  black  deeds  the  crucifix  difplay'd 
Fools  think  heaven  purchas'd  by  the  blood  they  (hed; 
By  giving,  not  fupporting,  pains  and  death!  150 

Nor  fimple  death !  where  tliey  the  greateil  faints 
Who  moil  fubdue  all  tendernefs  of  heart ; 
Students  in  torture!  where,  in  zeal  to  him, 
Whofe  darling  title  is  The  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  bell  turn  ruthlcfs  butchers  for  our  fakes  ;         155 
To  fave  us  in  a  world  they  recommend. 
And  yet  forbear,  themfelves  with  earth  content: 
What  modelly  ! — fuch  virtues  Rome  adorn  ! 
And  chiefly  thofe  who  Rome's  firll  honours  wear, 
Whofe  name  from  Jefus,  and  w  hofe  hearts  from  hell !  1 60 
And  {hall  a  Pope-bred  princeling  crawl  alhore. 
Replete  with  venom,  guiltlcfs  of  a  iling. 
And  whillle  cut-throats,  with  thofe  fwords  that  fcrap'd 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretched  fullenance. 
To  cut  his  pafl*age  to  the  BritilTi  throne  ?  165 

One  that  has  fuck'd-in  malice  with  his  milk. 
Malice  to  Britain,  Liberty,  and  Truth  ? 
Lefs  favage  was  his  brother-robber's  nurfe. 
The  hoveling  nurfc  of  plundering  Romulus, 
Ere  yet  far  worfe  than  Pagan  harbour'd  there.         170 

Hail  to  the  brave  !  be  Britain  Britain  Hill : 
Britain  !  high  favour'd  of  indulgent  heaven  ! 

Nature's 
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'Nature's  anointed  emprefs  of  the  deep  ! 
The  nurfe  of  merchants,  who  can  purchafe  crowns  ! 
Srupreme  in  commerce  !   that  exuberant  fource         175 
Of  wealth,  the  nerve  of  war;  of  wealth,  the  blood. 
The  circling  current  in  a  nation's  veins. 
To  fet  high  bloom  on  the  fair  face  of  peace! 
This  once  fo  celebrated  feat  of  power. 
From  which  efcap'd  the  mighty  Caefar  triumph'd, !  iSo 
Of  Gallic  lilies  this  eternal  blaft  ! 
This  terror  of  armadas  !  this  true  bolt 
Ethereal-temper'd,  to  reprefs  the  vain 
Salmonean  thunders  from  the  papal  chair ! 
This  fmall  ifle  wide-realm'd  monarchs  eye  with  awe! 
Which  fays  to  their  ambition's  foaming  waves, 
"  Thus  far,  nor  farther  1" — Let  her  hold,  in  life. 
Nought  dear  disjoin'd  from  freedom  and  renown; 
Renown,  our  anceftors'  great  legacy. 
To  be  tranfmitted  to  their  lateft  fons.  190 

By  thoughts  inglorious,  and  un-Bricifh  deeds. 
Their  cancel'd  will  is  impioufly  profan'd. 
Inhumanly  difturb'd  their  facrcd  duft. 

Their  facred  dufl  with  recent  laurels  crown. 
By  your  own  valour  won.     This  facred  ifle,  19^ 

Cut  from  the  continent,  that  world  of  flaves  ; 
This  temple  built  by  heaven's  peculiar  care. 
In  a  recefs  from  the  contagious  world. 
With  ocean  pour'd  around  it  for  its  guard. 
And  dedicated,  long,  to  liberty,  200 

That  health,  that  ftrength,  that  bloom,  of  civil  life  ! 

This  temple  of  ftill  more  divine  ;  of  faith 

Sifted 
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Sifted  from  errors,  purifyM  by  flames. 

Like  gold,  to  take  anew  Truth's  heaveiily  (lamp. 

And  (rifing  both  in  luftre  and  in  weight)  205 

With  her  blcfs'd  Mailer's  unmaim'd  image  (hine  ; 

Why  ftiould  Ihe  longer  droop  ?  why  longer  ad 

As  an  accomplice  with  the  plou  of  Rome  ? 

Why  longer  lend  an  edge  to  Bourbon's  fword. 

And  give  him  leave,  among  his  daftard  troops,      210 

To  muller  that  Itrong  fuccour,  Albion's  crimes  ? 

Send  his  felf-impotent  ambition  aid. 

And  crown  the  conquell  of  her  fierceft  foes  ? 

Where  are  her  foes  moft  fatal  ?   Blufhing  Truth, 

**  In  her  friends'  vices," — with  a  figh  replies.  215 

Empire  on  virtue's  rock  unfliaken  ilands  ; 

Flux  as  the  billows,  when  in  vice  diiTolv'd. 

If  heaven  reclaims  us  by  the  fcourge  of  war. 

What  thanks  are  due  to  Paris  and  Madrid  ? 

Would  they  a  revolution  r — Aid  their  aim,  22q^ 

But  be  the  revolution — in  our  hearts ! 

Would'll  thou  (whofe  hand  is  at  the  helm)  the  bark. 

The  fhaken  bark  of  Britain,  Ihould  out-ride 

The  prefent  blaft,  and  every  future  florm  ? 

Give  it  that  balail  which  alone  has  weight  225 

With  Him  whom  wind,  and  waves,  and  war,  obey. 

Perfill.     Are  others  fubtje  ?  thou  be  wife  : 

Above  the  Florentine's  court-fcience  raife  ; 

Stand  forth  a  patriot  of  the  moral  world  > 

The  pattern,  and  the  patron,  of  the  juH:  23^ 

Thus  ilrengthen  Britain's  military  ftrength  ; 

XjWc  its  own  terror  to  the  fword  Hie  draws, 

AHc 
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Afk  you,  "  What  mean  I  ?" — The  mofl:  obvious  truth; 

Armies  and  fleets  alone  ne'er  won  the  day. 

When  our  proud  arms  are  once  difarm'd,  difarm'd  235 

Of  aid  from  Him  by  whom  the  mighty  fall ; 

0(  aid  from  Him  by  whom  the  feeble  Hand; 

Who  takes  away  the  keenefl:  edge  of  battle. 

Or  gives  the  fword  commiiTion  to  deftroy ; 

Who  blafts,  or  bids  the  martial  laurel  bloom—       240 

Emafculated,  then,  moll  manly  might ; 

Or,  though  the  might  remains,  it  nought  avails  : 

Then  wither'd  weaknefs  foils  the  fmewy  arm 

Of  man's  meridian  and  high-hearted  pov/er  : 

Our  naval  thunders,  and  our  tented  fields  245 

With  travel'd  banners  fanning  foutliern  climes. 

What  do  they  ?  This ;  and  more  what  can  they  do  ? 

When  heap'd  the  meafure  of  a  kingdom's  crimes. 

The  prince  moll  dauntlefs,  the  firft  plume  of  war. 

By  fuch  bold  inroads  into  foreign  lands,  2^^ 

Such  elongation  of  our  armaments, 

£ut  llretches  out  the  guilty  nation's  neck. 

While  heaven  commands  her  executioner. 

Some  lefs  abandon'd  nation,  to  difcharge 

Her  full-ripe  vengeance  in  a  final  blow,  255 

And  tell  the  world,  "  Not  Hrong  is  human  ftrength ; 

*'  And  that  the  proudcfl  empire  holds  of  heaven." 

O  Britain  !  often  refcued,  often  crown'd. 
Beyond  thy  merit  and  moll  fanguine  hopes. 
With  all  that's  great  in  v/ar,  or  fweet  in  peace  !      260 
Know  from  what  fource  thy  iignal  bleifmgs  flow. 
Though  blefs'd  with  fpirits  ardent  in  the  field. 

Though 
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Though  cover'd  various  oceans  with  thy  fleets, 
Though  fcncM  with  rocks,  and  moated  by  the  main. 
Thy  trail  repofe  in  a  far  llronger  guard  ;  265 

In  HLm,  who  thee,  though  naked,   could  defend  ; 
Though  weak,  could  ftrengthen ;  ruin'd,  could  reilore. 

How  oft,  to  tell  what  arm  defends  thine  ifle. 
To  guard  her  welfare,  and  yet  check  her  pride. 
Have  the  winds  fnatch'd  the  viftory  from  war  ?      270 
Or,  rather,  won  the  day,  when  war.  dcfpaii'd  ? 
How  oft  has  providential  fuccour  aw'd, 
Aw'd  while  it  blefs'd  us,  confcious  of  our  guilt; 
Struck  dead  all  confidence  in  human  aid, 
Ar«d,  while  we  triumph'd,  made  us  tremble  too  !   27,5 

Well  may  we  tremble  now  ;  what  m.anncrs  reign  ? 
But  wherefore  alk  we,  when  a  true  reply 
Would  Ihock  too  much  ?  Kind  heaven  1  avert  events 
Whofe  fatal  nature  might  reply  too  plain ! 
Heaven's  half-bar'd  arm  of  vengeance  has  been  wav'>d 
In  northern  fkies,  and  pointed  to  the  fouth.  280 

\'engcance  dclay'd  but  gathers  and  ferments  ; 
More  formidably  blackens  in  the  wind  ; 
Brews  deeper  draughts  of  unrelenting  wrath, 
Atid  higher  charges  the  fufpended  Itorm.  28.5 

**  That  public  vice  portends  a  public  fall"— 
Is  this  conjedure  of  adventurous  thought  ^ 
Or  pious  coward's  pulpit-cufhion'd  dream  ; 
Far  from  it.     This  is  certain  ;  this  is  fate. 
Wii&t  fays  Experience,  in  her  awful  chair  29O 

Of  ages,  her  authentic  annals  fpread 
Around  hex  ?  What  fays  Reafon  eagle-eyed  ? 

Nay, 
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Nay,  what  fays  Common  Scnfe,  with  common  care 

Weighing  events,  and  caufes,  in  her  fcale  ? 

All  give  one  verdict,  one  decinon  fign;  295 

And  this  the  fentencc  Delphos  could  not  mend  : 

*'  Whatever  fecondary  props  may  rife 

**  From  politics,  to  build  the  public  peace, 

"  The  bails  is  the  manners  of  the  land. 

"  When  rotten  thefe,  the  politician's  wiles  ^00 

"  But  ftruggle  with  deftruction,  as  a  child 

"  With  giants  huge,  or  giants  with  a  Jove. 

*'  The  (tatefman's  arts  to  conjure  up  a  peace, 

"  Or  military  phantoms  void  of  force, 

"  But  fcare  away  the  vultures  for  an  hour;  305 

"  The  fcent  cadaverous  (for,  oh  !  how  rank 

"  The  ftench  of  profligates !)  foon  lures  them  back  ; 

"  On  the  proud  flutter  of  a  Gallic  wing 

"  Soon  they  return;  foon  make  their  full  defcent; 

"  Soon  glut  their  rage,  and  riot  in  our  ruin ;  310 

*'  I'heir  idols  grac'd  and  gorgeous  with  our  fpoils, 

**  Of  univerfal  empire  fure  preiage  ! 

"  Till  now  repell'd  by  feas  of  Britilh  blood." 

And  whence  the  manners  of  the  multitude  ? 
The  colours  of  their  manners,  black  or  fair,  3 1 5 

Falls  from  above;  from  the  complexion  falls 
Of  ilate  Othellos,  or  white  men  in  power  : 
And  from  the  greater  height  example  falls. 
Greater  the  weight,  and  deeper  its  impref* 
In  ranks  inferior,  pafllve  to  the  ftroke:  32^ 

From  the  court-mint,  of  hearts  the  current  coin. 
The  pupil  prefles,  but  the  pattern  drives. 

YoL.LX.  S  Wh:if 
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^Vhat  bonds  then,  bonds  how  manifold,  and  llrong 

To  duty,  double  duty,  are  the  great  1 

And  arc  there  Sarafons  that  can  bur  It  them  all  ?      325 

Yes ;  and  great  minds  that  ftand  in  need  of  none, 

Whofe  pulfe  beats  virtues,  and  whofe  generous  blood 

Aids  mental  motives  to  puGi  on  renown. 

In  emulation  of  their  glorious  fires. 

From  whom  roUi  down  the  confecrOited  ftrcam.        330 

Some  fow  good  Tecdj  in  the  glad  people's  hearts. 
Some  curfed  tares,  like  Satan  in  the  text : 
This  makes  a,  foe  moil  fatal  to  the  llate  ; 
A  fee  who  (Uke  a  wizard  in  his  cell) 
In  his  dark  cabinet  of  crooked  fchemes,  335 

Refcmbling  Cuma's  gloomy  grot,  the  forge 
Of  boali^d  oracles,  and  real  lies, 
(Aided,  perhaps,  by  lecoud- lighted  Scots, 
French  Magi,  relics  riding  poll  from  Rome, 
A  Gothic  hero  *  riiing  from  the  dead,  340 

And  changing  for  fpruce  plaid  his  dirty  (hroud. 
With  fuccour  fuitable  from  lower  ftill) 
A  foe  who,  thefe  concurring  to  the  charm. 
Excites  thofe  llorms  that  fhall  o'ertum  the  llate. 
Rend  up  her  ancient  honours  by  the  root,  345 

And  lay  the  boall  of  ages,  the  rcver'd 
Of  nations,  the  dear-bought  with  fumlefs  wealth 
And  blood  illullrious,   (fpite  of  her  La  Hogues, 
Her  Crefieys,  and  her  Blenheim^s)  in  the  dulL 

How  mufl  thii  ftrike  a  horror  through  the  breall,  350 

•  The  invader  aflcdls  the  charadcr  of  Charles  XII.  of 
SweJcn. 

Through 
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Through  every  generous  breafl:  where  honour  reigns. 

Through  every  breaft  where  honour  claims  a  fhare  I 

Yes,  and  through  every  breail:  of  honour  void  ! 

This  thought  might  animate  the  dregs  of  men ; 

Ferment  them  into  fpirit;  give  therh  fire  3-r 

To  fight  the  caufe,  the  black  opprot«-ious  caufe. 

Foul  core  of  all !   corruption  at  our  hearts. 

What  wreck  of  empire  has  the  ftream  of  time 

Swept,  with  her  vicef,  from  the  mountain  height 

Of  grandeur,  deify 'd  by  half  mankind,  36a 

To  dark  oblivion's  melancholy  lake. 

Or  flagrant  infamy's  eternal  brand  1 

Thofe  names,  at  which  furrounding  nations  fhook, 

Thofe  names  ador'd,  a  nuifance  1   or  forget  1 

Nor  this  the  caprice  of  a  doubtful  dye,  365 

But  nature's  courfe ;  no  fmgle  chance  againft  it. 

For  know,  my  Lord  !   'tis  writ  in  adamant, 
'Tis  fixt,  as  is  the  bafis  of  the  world, 
Whofe  kingdoms  Hand  or  fall  by  the  decree. 
What  faw  thefe  eyes,furpri2'd  ? — Yet  why  furpriz'd  ?— * 
For  aid  divine  the  crifis  feem'd  to  call,  371 

And  how  divine  was  the  nvDnition  given  ! 
As  late  1  walk'd  the  night  in  troubled  thought. 
My  peace  dillurb'd  by  rumours  from  the  North, 
While  thunder  o'er  my  head,  portentous,  roll'd,       375 
As  giving  fignal  of  fome  ftrange  event. 
And  ocean  groan'd  beneath  for  her  he  lov'd, 
Albion  the  fliir  !   To  long  his  empire's  queen, 
Whofe  reign  is,  now,  contefted  by  her  foes. 
On  her  white  clilTs  (a  tablet  broad  and  bright,         3S0 

S  2  Strongly 
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Strongly  reHetfling  the  pale  lunar  ray) 
by  fate's  own  iron  pen  1  law  it  writ. 
And  thus  the  title  ran: 

THE  STATESMAN'S  CREED. 

*•  Ye  ftates  !  and  empires !   nor  of  empires  Icaft, 
•*  Though  leaft  in  fize  ;  hear,   Britain  !   thou  whofe  lot, 
"  Whofe  final  lot,   is  in  the  balance  laid, 
"  Irrefolutcly  play  the  doubtful  fcales, 
"  Nor  know'il  tJiou  which  will  win. — Know  then  from 

"  me, 
*'  As  govern'd  well  or  ill,  Hates  fink  or  rife: 
"  State-minirtcrs,  as  upright  or  corrupt,  390 

«'  Arc  balm  or  poifon  in  a  nation's  veins ; 
'•  Health  or  diftemper  ;  haften  or  retard 
*•  The  period  ofher  pride,  her  day  of  doom  : 
••  And  though,  for  rcafons  obvious  to  the  wife, 
"  Jull  Providence  deals  othcrwife  with  men,  3^55 

**  Yet  believe,  Britons !   nor  too  late  believe, 
*'  ' Tis  fix'd  1  by  Fate  irrevocably  fix'd  ! 
"  Virtue  and  Vice  are  empire's  life  and  death.'* 

Thus  it  is  written — Heard  you  not  a  groan  ? 
Is  Britain  on  her  death-bed  ? — No,  that  groan        4C0 
Was  utter 'd  bv  her  foes  — But  foon  the  fcale. 
If  this  divine  monition  is  defpis'd. 
May  turn  againft  us.     Read  it,  ye  who  rule  ! 
"With  reverence  read  ;  with  ftedfaflnefs  believe  ; 
With  courage  aft  as  fuch  belief  infpires  ;  405 

Then  fhall  your  glo**/  ftand  like  Fate's  decree; 
'j  hen  fhall  your  name  in  adamant  be  writ. 

In 
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In  records  that  defy  the  tooth  of  time. 

By  nations  fav'd,  refounding  your  applaufe. 

While  deep  beyond  your  monument's  proud  bafe. 
In  black  Oblivion's  kennel,  fhall  be  trod 
Their  execrable  names,  who,  high  in  power. 
And  deep  in  guilt,  moil  cminoully  fhine, 
(The  meteors  of  the  flate  !)  give  Vice  her  head. 
To  licenfe  lewd  let  loofe  the  public  rein  ;  41  j 

Quench  every  fpark  of  confcience  in  the  land. 
And  triumph  in  the  profligate's  applaufe  : 
Or  who  to  the  firft  bidder  fell  their  fouls. 
Their  country  fell,  fell  all  their  fathers  bought 
With  funds  exhaufted  and  exhauiled  veins,  j^zo 

To  demons,  by  his  Holinefs  ordain'd 
To  propagate  the  gofpel — penn'd  at  Rome; 
Hawk'd  through  the  world  by  confecrated  bulls  j, 
And  how  illuftrated?  — by  Smithfield  flames: 
Who  plunge  (but  not  like  Curtiiis)  down  the  gulf,  42 j 
Down  narrow-minded  felPs  voracious  gulf. 
Which  gapes,  and  fwallows  all  they  f\\  ore  to  fave : 
Hate  all  that  lifted  heroes  into  gods. 
And  hug  the  horrors  of  a  vigor's  chain  : 
Of  bodies  politic  that  deflin'd  hell,  4-0 

Inflicted  here,  fmce  here  their  beings  end; 
And  fall  from  foes  detefled  and  defpis'd. 
On  difljc'lievers — of  the  Statefman's  Creed. 

Note,  here,  my  Lord  (unnoted  yet  it  lies 
By  mofl,  or  all)  thefe  truths  political  4^5 

Serve  more  than  public  ends  :  this  Creed  of  States 
Seconds,  and  irrefiiUbly  fupports. 

The 
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The  Chriftian  Creed.     Are  yx)u  furprir/d?  — Attend; 
And  on  the  ftatefman's  build  a  nobler  name. 

This  pundual  jufllce  exercis'd  on  Hates,  440 

With  which  authentic  chronicle  abounds. 
As  all  men  know,  and  therefore  mull  believe  ; 
This  vengeance  pour'd  on  nations  ripe  in  guilt, 
Pour'd  on  them  here,  where  only  they  exill. 
What  is  it  but  an  argument  of  fcnfe,  445 

Or  rather  demonftration,  to  fupport 
Our  feeble  faith — "  That  they  who  ftates  Compofe, 
**  That  men  who  ftand  not  bounded  by  the  grave, 
"  Shall  meet  like  meafure  at  their  proper  hour  ?** 
For  God  is  equal,  fimilarly  deals  450 

With  ftates  and  perfons,  or  he  were  not  God  ; 
What  means  a  reditude  immutable  ? 
A  pattern  here  of  univerfal  right. 
What,  then,  fhall  refcuc  an  abandon'd  man  ? 
Nothing,  it  is  reply'd.     Rcply'd,  by  whom?  455 

Keply'd  by  politicians  well  as  priefls  : 
Writ  facred  fet  afide,  mankind's  own  writ. 
The  whole  world's  annals ;  thefc  pronounce  his  doom. 

Thus  (what  might  feem  a  daring  paradox) 
Ev^n  politics  advance  divinity:  460 

True  mafters  there  are  better  fcholars  here. 
Who  travel  hiflory  In  quell  of  fchcmes 
To  govern  nations,  or  perhaps  opprefs. 
May  there  flart  truths  that  other  aims  infplre. 
And,  like  Candace's  eunuch,  as  they  read,  465 

By  Providence  turn  Chriflians  on  their  road: 
pigging  ^^^  filver,  they  may  ftrike  on  gold; 

May 
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May  be  furpriz'd  with  better  than  they  fought. 
And  entertain  an  angel  unawares. 

Nor  is  Divinity  ungrateful  found.  ^-j^ 

As  politics  advance  divinity. 
Thus,  in  return,  divinity  promotes 
True  politics,  and  crowns  the  flatefman's  praife. 
All  wifdoms  are  but  branches  of  the  chief. 
And  ftatefmen  found  but  Ihoots  of  honeft  men,         Ajf 
Are  this  world's  witchcrafts  pleaded  in  excufe 
For  deviations  in  our  moral  line  ? 
This,  and  the  next  world,  view'd  with  fuch  an  eye 
As  fuits  a  ftatefman,  'fuch  as  keeps  in  view 
His  own  exalted  fcience,  both  confpire  480 

To  recommend  and  fix  us  in  the  right. 
If  we  reward  the  politics  of  heaven. 
The  grand  adminiftration  of  the  whole. 
What's  the  next  world  ?   A  fupplement  of  this  ; 
Without  it,  Jullice  is  defeftive  here;  41* 

Jull  as  to  ftates,  defective  as  10  men: 
li  To,  what  is  this  world  ?  as  fure  as  Right 
Sits  in  heaven's  throne,  a  prophet  of  the  next. 
Prize  you  the  prophet?  then  believe  him  too: 
His  propehcy  more  precious  than  his  fmile.  ^^q 

How  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  with  moil  on  earth. 
That  this  ihould  charm  us,  that  fhould  difcompofe  ? 
Long  as  the  Itatefraan  finds  tlus  cafe  his  own. 
So  long  his  politics  are  uncomplete ; 
In  danger  he  ;  nor  is  the  nation  fafe,  405 

3ut  foon  mult  rue  his  inaufpicious  power. 

What  hence  refults  ?  a  truth  that  ihould  refound 
For  ever  awful  in  Britannia's  ear ; 

"  Reli- 
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«'  Religion  crowns  thcflatefman  and  the  man, 

•*  Sole  fourcc  of  public  and  of  private  peace."         500 

This  truth  all  men  mull  own,  and  therefore  will. 

And  praife  and  preach  it  too: — and  when  that  's  done. 

Their  compliment  is  paid,  and  'tis  forgot. 

What  higiiland  pole-axe  half  fo  deep  can  wound.? 

But  how  dare  I,  fo  mean,  prefume  fo  far.?  505 

AfTume  my  feat  in  the  Dilator's  chair  ? 
Pronounce,  predid  (as  if  indeed  infpir'd), 
Promulge  my  ccnfures,  lay  out  all  my  throat. 
Till  hoarfc  in  clamour  on  enormous  crimes? 
Two  mighty  columns  rife  in  my  fupport ;  510 

In.  their  more  awful  and  authentic  voice. 
Record  profane  and  facred,  drown  the  Mufc, 
Though  loud,  and  far  out-threat  her  threatening  fong. 
Still  farther.  Holies  1   fufFcr  me  to  plead 
That  I  fpeak  freely,  as  1  fpeak  to  thee.  5  i  5 

Guilt  only  ftartlcs  at  the  name  of  guilt; 
And  truth,  plain  truth,  is  welcome  to  the  wife. 
Thus  what  feem'd  my  prefumption  is  thy  praife. 

Praife,  and  immortal  praife,  is  Virtue's  claim; 

And  \'irtue's  fphere  is  adion:  yet  we  grant  520 

S6me  merit  to  the  trumpet's  loud  abrm, 

Whofe  clangor  kindles  cowards  into  men. 

Nor  fhall  the  verfe,  perhaps,  be  quite  forgot. 

Which  talks  of  immortality,  and  bids. 

In  every  Britifh  breaft,  true  glory  rife,  525 

As  now  the  warbling  lark  awakes  the  mom. 

To  clofe,  my  Lord  !  with  that  which  all  (hould  clofe 

And  all  begin,  and  ftrike  us  every  hour, 

Thougli 
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Though  no  war  wak'd  us,  no  black  tempeft  frown'd. — 

The  morning  rifes  gay;  yet  gaycli  morn  530 

Lefs  glorious  after  night's  incumbent  (hades; 

Lefs  glorious  far  bright  Nature,  rich  array'd 

With  golden  robes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  noon. 

Than  the  firll  feeble  dawn  of  Moral  day  ? 

Sole  day,   (let  thofe  whom  llatefmen  ferve  attend)  535 

Though  the  fun  ripens  diamonds  for  their  crowns ; 

Sole  day  worth  his  regard  whom  heaven  ordains, 

Undarken'd,  to  behold  noon  dark,  and  date. 

From  the  fun's  death,  and  every  planet's  fall. 

His  all-illuftrious  and  eternal  year  ;  ^j^o 

Where  ftatefmen  and  their  morarchs,  (names  of  awe 

And  diftance  here)  fhall  rank  with  common  men> 

Yet  own  their  glory  never  dawn'd  before. 
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